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"A whole new world" is a phrase people use to express unlimited or 
indescribable possibility. It is, in that sense, a metaphor and not at all a 
real thing. The World, after all, is commonly understood to be the entire 
planet earth. Other worlds are other planets. The fact that the western 
hemisphere has been called the "NewWorld" for die last 500 years says 
more about the viewpoint of those who gave it that name than it does 
about geography. It says more about a particular set of power relations 
and the possibilities they define than it does about anything fundamen- 
tally new and different. Exploration and discovery have, almost invari- 
ably, led to conquest and exploitation. Indeed, long before Columbus 
and down to the present day, this is a sequence that has been repeated 
the world over. Slogans like the New World or the New World Order 
have been used for millenia to inflame masses of people with the special 
kind of hysteria required to get them to fight in wars of conquest and to 
"follow Moses outofEgyptand into the Promised Land!" The world, our 
planet, is approximately 4 billion years old. Our species have been 
around for, perhaps, 2 million ofthoseyears. We've been migrating and 
moving all over for a good deal of lime. This is the same old world. We're 
out of order. If s 1 992. Do you know where your children are? 
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SHOWDOWN AT THE HOEDOWN 


Komotion was recently shut down for cre- 
ating a "public disturbance." (See adjoin- 
ing article for details.) Had the police not 
responded to a bogus claim that an officer 
was "down" at the scene, this "distur- 
bance" may never have happened. But 
while this incident in nxiny ways typifies 
the relationship between the authorities 
and any public assembly, it has chal- 
lenged the existence and form of Komotion 
and we need to respond. 

When a social organization is confronted 
with a serious crisis, as chaos theorists 
would say, "It can either disintegrate into 
chaos or leap to a new differentiated 
higher level of order." Since Komotion is 
much more than a specific space or event, 
we have no intention of letting our current 
situation force us to disintegrate. On the 
contrary, Komotion is likely to benefit from 
taking some time and energy to reorga- 
nize, and complete the process we had 
already started in getting our events per- 
mits. At the same time, by nxrking a 
conscious group decision to become more 
visible, we are more clearly defining our 
place and purpose in the world. 

Komotion has been recognized for years 
(by members and others) as contributing 
in some unique way to cultural life in San 
Francisco. We get letters from all over the 
world commenting about how "different" 
we are in the way we deal with many kinds 
of musical, cultural and political groups 
with strong identities. We try to vary and 
combine our events so that like-minded 


people can gather to expand their appre- 
ciationof diverse communities beyond their 
own. Komotion represents the unrestrained 
natural inclination of people to find their 
comrrxjn interests and cooperate in social 
activities. The way we function has evolved 
based on the interest and direct participa- 
tion of the volunteers and members, and 
that of the larger community around us 
who come to book events at our space, 
read or contribute to our magazine, and 
listen to or record on our albums. We are 
not doing it for the money or to promote 
some sectarian line or style; we are doing 
it because we think it needs to be done. 

Remember we started out with this: 

Because we celebrate life and battle 
Because we are not satisfied 
Because it is up to us 
Because we love to sing and dance 
Because the pressure is upon us 
Because there are governments 
and borders and cops and courts 
Because the boundaries must be broken 
Because we are outofcontrcJ 
Because they said we couldn't do it 
Because we feel like it 

Yes we do celebrate life and battle, but in 
a manner a journalist once described as 
"post apocalyptic;" this implies a life af- 
firming rebuilding in the midst of destruc- 
tion. I also see it as suggesting a more 
creative, "post-lashing out" role in social 
change for art and culture. If people inter- 
ested in Komotion have this in common. 
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they also share a respect for the millions of 
possible ways to act on and express this. 
Indeed, based on this respect, they recog- 
nize the need for cooperation within this 
diversity in order for comrTxjn ideas to 
produce real difference in the ways hu- 
mans relate, in so doing, Komotion has 
nourished artists and an environment that 
has had impact well beyond 16th Street 
and our Mission neighborhood. 

As the borders and barriers continue to 
breakdown and reform in the world around 
us, new ideas and examples of social 
organization will have increasing impor- 
tance. The more we define forourselves the 
meaning of rebellion, liberation and coop- 
erative participation, the nxjre we can 
communicate with all the other people in 
the world who yearn for true freedom and 
equality in their cultural and political lives. 
In t/i/s community, Komotion will continue 
to raise its voice. 

— Mary Uz Thompson 

Stinks Like Teen Spirit 

And so the trail leads unto this? A fateful 
moment that probably never should've hap- 
pened ... but in the naive, altruistic assump- 
tions that led up to it, I hardly saw it coming. 

On March 1 8th we held, or attempted to 
hold, a benefit for 924 Gilman, and fea- 
ture a few bands that would normally play 
there, NOFX, Paxton Quiggly and 
Lagwagon. It seemed relatively innocent 
enough at first, the show was running 
smoothly, we were ahead of schedule and 
enough money was coming in to indicate 
that there would be a surplus for the benefit. 


Unfortunately, as is the case with most 
"punk rock" type gatherings, a few "rad" 
dudesand dudettes showed upwho haven't 
quite mastered the art of standing around. 
People began spilling onto the sidewalk 
and instead of just talking or smoking or 
whatever it is people do on sidewalks, 
someone began breaking bottles, and 
another brilliant soul activated the public 
fire alarm box on the corner. I guess thaf s 
a real punk-rock chuckle. To make matters 
worse, a false 91 1 call was made from a 
nearby pay phone (by a "skinhead patron 
of yours," according to the cops, as if we'd 
allow ourselves to be "patronized" by 
skinheads.) 

Now the low is on alert and here they come, 
riding into the situation on high horse with 
a raging full on coffee and donut buzz. 
They promptly decided to take charge of 
the situation and brandish some authority. 

First the cops stopped the show and kicked 
everybody out of the building. This only 
created a worse situation, akin to throwing 
water on a grease fire. Now the kids, 
angered about the show being stopped, 
are running amok on 1 6th Street on orders 
from the police whose only action so far 
has been to stir up the situation from a parly 
to potential riot. 

One of the worst pa rts of the scena rio was 
not the cops but the attitudes of the kids who 
blamed us for "letting people in and out." 
Unfortunately, we had assumed people 
could police themselves but maybe punks 
everywhere like being prodded along like 
cattle and herded into rooms where they 
are allowed to go slowly deaf and choke 
on cigarette smoke. 
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of course, it took squad cars from every 
districtinthecitytocomeoutandseeallthe 
excitement. The amazing thing was that 
no one was killed, or even beaten during 
all the police vs. punx confusion. Most 
people figured out after being told a few 
dozen times that they really should just 
leave, and quite a few others enjoyed 
baski ng i n the radiant g low of the spi nni ng 
squad car lights until the last possible 
moment. We experienced all the usual 
good cop/bad cop games and somehow 
managed to deal with it until they left. 

(In a particularly heroic move of self- 
absorbtion. Fat Mike from NOFX kept 
selling t-shirts and other band merchan- 
dise in the hallway duri ng the entire forced 
evacuation while wearing his "Punk Rock 
High School" letter jacket!) It was a real 
learning experience. 

I learned never, no matter how hard luck 
their story is, offer to help put on a punk 
rock show. I've tried and tried and 90 
percent of the time it leaves a bad taste in 
my mouth. The people who flock to these 
shows are all too frequently ones I would 
notwanttositnexttoonthe bus, much less 
have screaming in myface: "You' re fucked, 
dude! You should fight the cops!" (Actu- 
ally, many in the crowd, in a real show of 
solidarity with us, went crying to the cops 
"Tell them to give us our money back!") 

But the only thing I know how to do is get 
people together to have a good time and 
hopefully learn a little bit more about co- 
operation. Not one of these people that 
were screaming about how we ripped 
them off, has ever or will ever give a shit 
about all the time and energy it took to 


build Komotion and do these events. Not 
one will volunteer to help. I personally lost 
a lot more than a $3 donation when the 
whole fiasco was over. 

It's not so much that the police finally 
squashed our "underground space", ifs 
the sad fact that it was over some spoiled 
suburban white kids who have no interest 
in doing anything but bitching, moaning 
and raising 40 ounces of hell. I feel com- 
pletely exploited and ifs hard to believe I 
was an underage rebellious punk lovin', 
beer drinker such a short time ago. Some 
lessons you learn hard. What can I learn 
from those people? They want hell, I hope 
they find it. 

Personally, I'm looking forward to getting 
as far from that negative bullshit as I can. 
The punkers can continue to head off the 
cliff like lemmings but I'm looking for a 
different path. So many people might now 
be without a place to play . . . coming up 
over just the next few weeks were a lot of 
good shows: Indian pop bands, chinese 
flute players, local filmmakers, jazz bands, 
English percussion groups, poets, artists, 
etc. They are all, at least temporarily, shut 
out of a good performance space; possibly 
the only one in the Bay Area that could 
serve such a wide community. 

We all have lost and I feel personally 
responsible, but at the same time, I know 
ifs not my fault. I made a mistake. I thought 
we would be doing something that even 
over the logistical complications, would 
turn out all right. But, 1 underestimated the 
amount of stupidity that is concentrated at 
shokvs like that. What can I soy? I' m a sucker. 

— L1' Mike 
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SEX, DEATH, AND 
THE ANGRY YOUNG MAN 


The Chalice and the Blade is a challenge. Published in 1 987, it has received a 
worldwide readership (being translated into nine languages) and continues to 
spark discussion and debate wherever it is read. The following is the second half 
of an interview with Riane Eisler, author of Chalice, and her life partner, David 
Loye. To get the full breadth and depth of this dialogue it is suggested that readers 
get a copy of Komofion Live and Kicking #3. 


A note: the term gylany appears frequently in the text. Its origin appears in The 
Chalice and the Blade. "To describe the real alternative to a system based on the 
ranking of half of humanity over the other, I propose the new term gylany. Gy 
derives from the Greek root word gyne, or "woman." An derives from andros, or 
"man." The letter / between the two has a double meaning. In English, it stands for 
the linking of both halves of humanity, rather than as in androcracy, their ranking. 
In Greek, it derives from the verb \yein or lyo, which in turn has a double meaning; 
to solve or resolve (as in analysis) and to dissolve or set free (as in cata/ysis). In 
this sense, the letter /stands for the resolution of our problems through the freeing 
of both halves of humanity from the stultifying and distorting rigidity of roles 
imposed by the domination hierarchies inherent in androcratic systems." 


RE: We started off by talking about the 
angry young men and how, when that 
anger is expressed through rebellion, 
that fuels an illusion of change. Because 
what's really happened is just a chang- 
ing of the guard, whether the sons are 
taking their father's place in the family 
or in the state or internationally. You still 
have strong man, rule by anger, by 
force, by fear. I don't want to imply that 
I think that anger is necessarily a nega- 
tive emotion. In fact I think that anger is 


a very natural reaction to an inherently 
miserable system. But the way the sys- 
tem handles that anger is to diffuse and 
deflect it, first of all, against powerless 
groups, against women, children, and 
minorities, then against "enemies" in 
aggressive wars, and ultimately in re- 
petitive rebellion, which never touches 
the basic problem, which is that this is 
a dominator system founded on 
rankings, beginning with the ranking of 
half of humanity over the other, and 





To describe the real alternative to a 
system based on the ranking of half of 
humanity over the other, I propose the 
new term gylany. Gy derives from the 
Greek root word gym, or “woman.” An 
derives from andros, or “man.” The 
letter / between the two has a double 
meaning. In English, it stands for the 
linking of both halves of humanity, 
rather than, as in androcracy, their 
ranking. In Greek it derives from the 
verb lyein or lyo, which in turn has a 
double meaning: to solve or resolve (as 
in analysis) and to dissolve or set free 
(as in catalysis). In this sense, the letter/ 
stands for the resolution of our 
problems through the freeing of both 
halves of humanity from the stultily ing 
and distorting ri^dity of nJes imposed 
by the domination hierarchies inherent 
in androcratic systems. 
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going on from there. In the vernacular 
that is so popular today, it is a "lose- 
lose" system. The dominated are obvi- 
ously psychologically, physically, eco- 
nomically exploited and abused. But 
even the dominators are always tense 
and uneasy, and this is really why this 
whole thing is such a charade; get to be 
the dom i notor by bei ng an angry young 
man only to find out that now you've 
gotta watch out for all the other angry 
young men coming down the rood. Be 
it in the corporation, be it in the artistic 
establishment. Be it in academia, be it 
in politics, be it in the bedroom! Besides 
that, whether you're heterosexual or 
homosexual that dom inator system poi- 
sons the possibility of truly feeling con- 
nected to another human being. And, 
of course, sexuality is a connection — 
not just a physical connection but an 
emotional, even spiritual one, in the 
best of cases, which is usually not pos- 
sible in dominator sexuality because 
you're taught to equate sexuality with 
domination or submission. Either way, 
that is not a way of really being con- 
nected, by having one person domi- 
nated and the other one dominating. 
So I think whether you're alienated, as 
in the middle and upper classes in the 
capitalist society, or whether you are 
among the people upon whose backs it 
rests — and of course a lot of the 
economy rests on the unpaid work of 
women — everybody's angry. But the 
issue that I want to talk about is how can 
one use that anger. To do that we need 
to pinpoint what one is actually angry 
about. If deconstruction were truly suc- 


cessful, it wouldn't keep dancing around 
that issue, around the fundamentals. 
That's what we were talking about 
earlier, the falsification in a dominator 
society of birth , of sex, and of death, the 
valuing of taking life more than giving 
and nurturing it. This devaluation of 
caring work is fundamental. It's given 
lip service, but everyone knows it's not 
valued because it's seen as inferior, it is 
associated with women, the despised 
group. The work that is most highly 
valued in a pure dominator model is of 
course the killing work. The hero as 
warrior. That falsifies. It's no wonder 
that there is such a hunger for authentic 
sensation in a system that so falsifies 
everything. So, we're back to anger. 
It's something like a Pavlov dog thing, 
it's the thing that the young men are 
supposed to feel. Some of the young 
women have in recent times been per- 
mitted to share in it, but only up to a 
point, and only as long as they were 
sort of aides de camp, you know, sexu- 
ally and with the coffee and with the 
services. Then they were able to share 
in the anger but never about their own 
condition. If a woman says I'm angry 
because I don't want to be a sexual 
commodity; says that that's not sexual 
liberation to me, that's not real choice 
for me, what is the response? Remem- 
ber we were talking about the democ- 
ratization of a lot of the dominator 
ailmentswhetherit'sof overconsumption 
(or more people in addition to the 
dominator elites being wasteful) or what 
passes for sexual freedom, where not 
just the dominator elites but other men 
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hove access to a bt of women. Where is 
the real sexual freedom forwomen? And 
what sexual freedom is there anyway in 
mechanical, meaningless, non-con- 
nected sexuality? Are you free if you 
have to inhibit so much of yourself, if you 
have to suppress your empathy for oth- 
ers? I'm going on about this because 1 
think it's very important, especially com- 
ing from a woman. Women have been 
d^ied anger. And the reclamation by 
women of authentic anger is a particu- 
brly important social act. I must odd, 
that should be extended to men and thei r 
authentic anger, which is not woman 
bashing! Because I am afraid a bt of 
what passes for consciousness-raising in 
men's groups now is woman-bashing in 
hbw Age clothes. 

MC: Do you want to name names? 

RE: No, because it is more important to 
identify ways of thinking. I will soy that 
a good deal of what is currently viewed 
as "new" is just a variation on an old 
theme: woman-bashing. Yes, men hove 
a bt of problems. But it's not, as some 
of these groups claim, because they 
did not properly separate from their 
mothers. The impulse to find something 
that is transformative is very healthy 
and it is part of the gybnic/partner- 
ship thmst, which I see as a movement 
towards health. Not towards an ideal 
state, who knows what that is. We're 
human, and not violence free. There 
will be violence but it needn't be insti- 
tutionalized, it needn't be systematized, 

it needn't be glorified. But what we 
have in some, though by no means all, 
the new men's groups is the co-opting 


again into the dominator model of this 
healthy impulse. And what you get, as 
I said, is the dominator model in New 
Age clothes. So now it's not the angry 
young man from the Left it's the New 
Age young man screaming in the woods 
against his mother and his girlfriend 
and why are they limiting him vrhen 
he's the wild man. That's not what's 
limiting him. Anyway, women have a 
wild side too. And women are search- 
ing for a new spirituality too, to replace 
the true spiritual betrayal of so much of 
the institutionalized religions which have 
for most of recorded history served to 
reinforce and maintain a dominator 
society. But the real betrayal of some of 
the New Age gurus is a betrayal of that 
search for a truly new spirituality. 

MC: Well, with that I'd like to pose two 
large questions. The first concerns na- 
tionalism. The second concerns the 
transformation from a pre-patriarchal 
society into a patriarchal one; how that 
took place historically. When anybody 
has claimed to speak for humanity, be 
they communists, anarchists, feminists 
or whatever, they are not only faced 
with the vast diversity of cultures and 
histories that make up our species, but 
they are also confronted by representa- 
tives of actually warring camps that 
would seek to invalidate your claims on 
the basis of your ethnicity coming from 
a European background, for example. 
This is particularly true in the arts which 
are, by their nature, expressions of 
particular cultures. 

RE: First of all, I don't see a contradic- 
tion, because the gybnic model, the 


partnership model, celebrates diversity 
whereas the essence of the dominator 
model is to equate diversity (beginning 
with the difference between women and 
men) with ranking; with either inferior- 
ity or superiority. Once you free your- 
self from that, then there's no contradic- 
tion between honoring diversity and at 
the same time saying, let's re-link birth, 
sex, and death in different ways, in 
ways that remythologize and authenti- 
cate human experience, in ways that 
give value to a less brutal and more 
creative human experience, where sex 
is not dirty and death is not holy and 
giving birth and nurturing life is given 
more value than threatening and taking 
life. Every single culture can do this in a 
different way — out of their own tex- 
ture, their own particular experience. 
So I don't see a contradiction. I do see 
the fanaticism that defends dominator 
traditions. I also see the denial and the 
hypocritical pretense that what is being 
"protected" is ethnic diversity, when all 
too often it is rank and privilege and 
brutality. One example is a statement 
quoted in a section of The Partnership 
Way concerning genital mutilation, 
where an African woman talks about 
the men in her culture in their shiny 
block western shoes defending ethnic 
traditions that oppress women, point- 
ing out that they obviously want to 
retain only those traditions that main- 
tain their domination, that justify their 
brutality. So we have to look carefully at 
nationalism, because all too often it is 
just an excuse to set up ethnic, or reli- 
gious, or gender hierarchies all over 


again without dealing with any of the 
basics. 

MC: But when people are struggling 
against oppression isn't it natural for 
them to seek identity with their fellow 
sufferers? Isn't it natural for them to bond 
together for protection and liberation? 
DL: I have been looking at all this from 
the point of view of science and of 
moral sensitivity. The tendency in social 
science today is towards relativity. They 
soy all these different societies and all 
these different tribes hove different moral 
codes, that's the diversity of the human 
entity and one mustn't disturb it. But the 
fact remains that underlying all this 
diversity you have these two models, 
the dominator and the partnership 
models, operating even at the prehu- 
man level. And at the human level hove 
the dominator model prevailing for over 
5,000 years, corrupting virtually every 
society on the face of the earth. So we 
have a situation where if we're going to 
reclaim our cultures, reclaim our histo- 
ries, reclaim our collective or national 
or racial identities, we've gotta clean 
up our act. We must get rid of the 
dominator elements, wherever they're 
now entrenched. It's fine to celebrate 
one's ethnicity, one's national identity, 
but look what's happening in Europe. 
We're seeing the rapid rise of the old 
anti-semitism, of racism, of Nazism. 
You simply cannot tolerate that sort of 
thing in the name of the pride of race or 
your own ethnicity, just as you cannot 
hang onto female circumcision and 
expect any decent person to respect 
your cultural tradition. 
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There is this contradiction in the think- 
ing today, but I think the resolution can 
only be in one direction, the partner- 
ship direction, given the thrust of hu- 
man evolution toward higher and higher 
forms. 

RE: On the other hand we could be like 
the dinosaurs and not make it. There is 
certainly that possibility. This planet is 
just one little planet in a rather vast solar 
system. 

MC: Let me try to connect this question 
with the other one 1 posed earlier. Much 
of the evidence you bring forth to sup- 
port your position in The Chalice and 
the Blade is archeological findings in 
the Middle East, the Mediterranean 
Area and so on . . . many people I've 
spoken with hove asked, "But what 
about Africa, what about Polynesia, 
pre-Columbian America?" In fact, if 
you had more or less stable societies 

going backacouple million years where 

humans were occupying various parts 
of the globe and living in non-patriar- 
chal societies, why did patriarchy hap- 
pen? Where did the barbarians come 
from and how did they actually man- 
age to spread throughout the globe? 
RE: It didn't happen simultaneously. But 
let me start from the beginning of this. 
The key elements of the configuration 
that I call the dominator model are 
strong-man rule (be it in the family or 
the state), rigid male dominance, and a 
high degree of institutionalized vio- 
lence. And as you move toward the 
partnership model, you get a more 
equal gender partnership, a more (in 
the true sense of the word) democratic 


society which doesn't require fear and 
force to be institutionalized and ideal- 
ized to keep the system together be- 
cause there are other bonds, bonds 
based more on linking rather than rigid 
ranking, so you don't need all this 
violence. Now these types of social 
organization are both possibilities for 
us as a species. But you have to look at 
the whole configuration, the whole pic- 
ture, which has not been the way we 
have been taught history, anthropol- 
ogy, archaeology, or anything else. 
Pr^istory was not part of the picture. 
Women were not part of the picture. So 
it was not seen that a more equitable 
distribution of the wealth goes with a 
decrease in male dominance, it goes 
with a greater emphasis on non-violent 
conflict resolution, etc. Also scholars 
were strapped (as many still are) into a 
1 9th century evolutionary stages model, 
inevitably moving from lower to higher 
stages (although history is headed that 
way). 

My model of history is not like that. It's 
interesting how every one of the philo- 
sophical systems, Marxism, certainly 
Freudian ism, each has a story of how it 
all happened. The Marxists story is very 
much in line with the 1 9th century linear 
stages of upward progress which led to 
Engels making this patently absurd state- 
ment that every step forward is also a 
step back. Mine is not a linear upward 
model of cultural evolution, which the 
evidence simply does not support. I 
think that both the dominator and the 
partnership models probably go way 
bock into our protohistory, that those 
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One result of re-examining human 
society from a gender-holistic perspec- 
tive has been a new theory of cultural 
evolution. This theory, which I have 
called Cultural Transformation theory, 
proposes that underiying the great 
surface diversity of human culture are 
models of society. . . . [T)he 
dominator model is what is popularly 
I tem^d either patriarchy or matriarchy 
» — the ranking of one half of humanity 
over the other. The second, in which 
] ■ social relations are primarily based on 
the principle of linking rather than 
T ranking, may best be described as the 
• / model. In this model — 

beginning with the most fundamental 
difference in our species, between male 
and female — diversity is not equated 
^ with cither inferiority or superiority. 



types of societies developed very, very 
early. Where did the Kurgans, the 
hordes that overran the prehistoric civi- 
lization of Old Europe come from ? They 
had to come from somewhere, and they 
already had a dominator social organi- 
zation. Now there are various specula- 
tions as to how this all worked itself out. 
My own belief is that it's entirely pos- 
sible that in the very beginning of our 
emergence as a species you had both 
groups orienting primarily to the part- 
nership and the dominator model. But 
you certainly do when you get to about 
5,000, 4,000 BC, when you first begin 
to see the appearance of massive dislo- 
cations in the more peaceful Goddess- 
worshipping agrarian societies of the 
Neolithic, when you begin to see the 
displacement of these societies by war- 
like male-dominant hordes. Viewed in 
terms of chaos theory, what we see here 
is a bifurcation. But we have to consider 
what happened to trigger the Kurgan 
invasions. There's a geographer by the 
name of James DeMeo who has studied 
this intensively. DeMeo is particularly 
interesting because he is a Reichian (I 
think Reich sort of had it and didn't, he 
had a lot of the pieces, but he got 
diverted into sexual repression being 
the problem rather then looking at sex 
in the context of gender). Anyway 
DeMeo found that there were massive 
prehistoric climate changes, tremen- 
dous droughts, with consequently hor- 
rible social dislocation, scarcity of the 
worst kind. And this is when we also 
find mass invasions and a general shift 
towards the dominator model. 


MC: An interesting thing that you said, 
is sort of the "wrong answer." I mean by 
"wrong answer", it's not the one you'd 
want out of your textbook v/hen you 
soy, "Well, when did it all start?" When 
you said that you think it's probably a 
conflict that is deeply rooted in antiq- 
uity, way back prehistory. Was there a 
point in time, say 1 ,000,000 years ago 
that human society hod actually dis- 
seminated out from eastern Africa and 
was pretty much all over, at least a 
good portion of the globe but in small, 
very small tribal groupings and would 
you say, 1 guess to put the question 
more bluntly, would you say that some 
of those would be partnership model 
societies or would they be evenly divided 
into dominator... 

RE; No, absolutely not. Let me make 
that point very clear. I thinkthat in those 
areas that were fit for human habita- 
tion, there was much more of a chance 
of getting a partnership model society. 
Given us, given human sexuality for 
one thing, which is very much oriented 
towards the pleasure bond, given the 
long child rearing period which re- 
quires cooperation for survival, bond- 
ing and partnership for survival, given 
the fact that humans seek to avoid pain 
and find pleasure and that the domina- 
tor model institutionalizes pain, chances 
are that the mainstream of human de- 
velopment probably was more in a 
partnership direction. But what hap- 
pened is a reversal. What used to be 
fringe phenomena in less hospitable 
areas, which was the development of 
dominator social organization, then 
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became mainstream. That's what I be- 
lieve. I don't have proof for it a million 
years ago. I have a lot of data indicat- 
ing that actually, factually, was the case 
about 5,000 years ago. Okay? 

MC: I understand. The reason I asked, 
the reason I put it in that kind of a 
context is simply because the question 
arises about paradigm shifts, their very 
nature, what makes a paradigm shift 
happen and aside from chaos theory 
which explains it in a subatomic way, 
(on a sociological level, it can be ex- 
trapolated) but how it actually happens 
is a historical question, not quantum 
mechanics. You know what I'm saying? 
DL: Let me put this in the context of a 
very important pointabout chaos theory. 
What you find, for example, in Order 
Out of Chaos by Ilya Prigogine, is the 
viewpointof natural science, or of math- 
ematics. But when you apply this same 
study of patterns to the living humans, 
you move from natural science to social 
science, and this is a hell of a big 
change. Riane's book is extremely im- 
portantwithin this movement because it 
is an application of chaos theory and 
systems science to cultural evolution. 
Now let's see how this works — for I 
think this sketch may answer several 
questions you raise. At first you have 
what Riane outlines in her book. There 
is this earlier period of the predomi- 
nance of the gylanic or partnership 
ethos over much of the globe. It tends to 
be wherever you have an economy of 
abundance, the fertile areas and so on. 
But out along the periphery, you have 
this nomadic culture, where they're liv- 


ing offa flock of moving animals. Now 
the question keeps coming up of where 
these nomadic peoples, the Kurgans, 
came from, and more importantly, how 
did they become such rotten bastards. 
As the work of Jim De Meo shows, 
tremendous climate change hod much to 
do vrith it. The steppes of Russia, where 
many of them came from, is still subject 
to vast changes in climate. So you have 
these people who probably started out in 
the wet centuries as peaceable types 
saying, "Oh, it's going to be good here 
forever. We're going to be able to grow 
a lot of stuff, so let's settle down." 

But then year by year the drought 
spreads, until at last they're forced to 
become roaming nomads, and now in 
the ways that chaos theory and systems 
science helps us understand, we can 
see how bit by bit the dominotor model 
that forever thereafter guides them is 
built. Now, with their herds, in order to 
survive, to have something to eat, they 
are killing a lot of animals every day. 
Their life depends on killing. But these 
aren't just the occasional unknown wild 
animals they much earlier killed in the 
woods. These are now animals with 
whom they have developed a special 
relationship. They have protected, and 
fed, and lived closely with these ani- 
mals. Their children hove pets among 
these animals and many, while little, little 
sheep, little pigs and so on, to whom, as 
they're raising them, may have been 
given affectionate names, as we do 
with Porky Pig or Bugs Bunny in the 
cartoons. But now they must harden 
themselves, kill this meaningful thing. 
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rip off its skin, chop it up and eat it, so 
that you have to become callous, you 
have to become brutalized to this expe- 
rience. And now they're beginning to 
bump up against each other, fighting 
over scarce grazing land, these roam- 
ing tribes. Inevitably somebody discov- 
ers that, heavens, we cannot just kill 
animals. In the same way we can kill 
these neighbors and take over their 
territory. Now when you've got a sys- 
tem like this developing, the next step is 
for the biggest, toughest, strongest guys 
to rise to the top. And next is the tribe 
that can build the most vicious weap- 
ons. This is not just speculation on my 
part. This is what archaeologists have 
found in the drought-ridden steppes out 
of which the Kurgans emerged. Here, 
layer by layer upward, archaeologists 
have found artifacts supporting this in- 
terpretation — until you reach the lay- 
ers on which weapons of a new order of 
destructive capacity appear. There is 
nothing else in the world at this point in 
early time to compare with the sophis- 
tication of the weapons of these no- 
mads soon to become world-class ma- 
rauders. For instance, they've dug up 
these burial stones, these menhirs they 
call them, that mark graves. And the 
gravestone will have a figure of a war- 
rior who is absolutely plastered all over 
chest and belly with battleaxes, spears, 
arrows, with swords and daggers. And 
this is not only a display of the ad- 
vanced state of theirweaponry; it's also 
a display of what they value most, the 
instruments of killing. So they're valu- 
ing killing, they'reworshiping the power 


of the strong man, they've got the hier- 
archy. And then, next step, these lovely 
people discover that they can tame 
horses. Now they've got the perfect 
battle weapon. They can ride down on 
defenseless people who don't know 
anything about horses, and it's just like 
a bunch of Nazis in a Panzer tank 
rolling into a grade school playground. 
They tromp all over everybody in their 
area, getting practice for the big move, 
and the next step is obvious. As the 
climate gets even worse, andtheirpopu- 
lation is bursting at the seams, they look 
over there to the West, where the peace- 
ful Goddess-worshipping cultures lie, 
and they soy, "Hey, those soft people 
over there have a lot of food and goods. 
They've got a lot of pretty women and 
everything else we want, so why don't 
we just go over there and lop them off 
and take over." So they start moving 
westward. The become the "peripheral 
invaders" and the "strange attractors" 
of chaos and dynamics theory, and in a 
relatively short period of time, just a few 
thousand years, it's over and we're 
saddled with the dominator model and 
the dominator ethos for 5,000 years. 
MC: That didn't precipitate the change 
everywhere, did it? 

RE: The climate changes seem to have 
been the trigger. 

DL: it was happening in many places, 
probably with slightly different patterns 
leading to the same result. 

RE: But I think that we have to be very 
careful not to say the cause was just 
climate, that this is only environmental 
determinism ortechnologicaldetermin- 
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ism. So let's get the brood outline. 
Certainly what seems to have triggered 
this was the kind of chain reaction 
David describes. But then to a very 
much larger extent, we begin to see 
another dynamic; what happens when 
the dominator model and the use of 
force is institutionalized. Everything 
begins to change and as David says 
you would find that within existing com- 
munities that were not decimated or 
taken over there would probably be 
fundamental changes and you see the 
traces of that even in Crete. For ex- 
ample, if you take the whole spectrum, 
from the early Minoan to the middle 
Minoan to the late Minoan and then the 
Mycenaean culture in Crete, there are 
no signs of armed invasion there, but 
there's an increased militarism. Why? 
Because there's a narrowing ring, 
there's a constant threat, there's an 
intensifying threat from the outside and 
the internal structure changes. Look at 
what happened herewith the Gulf War. 
We were moving towards the peace 
dividend, end of the Cold War ... Of 
course we're still under the Reagan 
years idealizing the macho man like 
crazy but nothing like the jingoism that 
exploded when Saddam Hussein shows 
up. (And lets face it, his is a dominator 
society! Just because it's obscene for us 
to rejoice at having killed people and 
there are children starving doesn'tmake 
that regime any less of a dominator 
regime). Okay, but let's get bock to 
prehistory. Ithink that you really have to 
deal with it in terms of systems transfor- 
mation thatisn'tall brute force invading 


but also, something from within and I 
think that's very important. In a sense 
that's a hopeful thing because if some 
of the means for the transformation 
from a more partnership-oriented to a 
dominator social organization, as I 
believe to be the case, were internal 
dynamics, that had a great deal to do 
with remything, with changing the my- 
thology as well as the social structure. It 
wasn't just a question of bashing people 
on the head. Then we can see that 
today again remything has a great role 
in changing social structure. Then we 
know that we can reverse that process 
without reinstitutionalizing force. And 
we're bock to the question of the ineffi- 
ciency of force, because force after all 
was the catalyst that brought this on 
and that then became institutionalized 
in a "more civilized" way under low, 
custom, religion and mythos. 

MC: But what do you see in the present 
situation, thatyou'vealreody described 
as a very regressive period, that indi- 
cates a paradigm shift is even possible 
in the foreseeable future? 

RE: I see a lot of indications. There is 
tremendous strengthening in what are 
in the language of chaos theory strange 
attractors rather then the static attractor 
of the dominator model. There are in 
Prigogine's language, many nucle- 
ations, small nucleations of partnership 
all over the place. Whether it's couples 
working on a relationship where there 
is real sharing of parenting, of house- 
hold chores, and you're getting away 
from the male and the female role, but 
just two human beings. (Though the 


burden today is still primarily on the 
woman in most cases). The point is that 
the fact that these are even issues that 
people are dealing with, that women 
and men are working for egalitarian 
relations, that is a tremendously impor- 
tant point. So also is that so many 
people are talking about a dysfunc- 
tional family based on control. (Of 
course, that's a dominator family. It's a 
dominator family and people are trying 
to get out of that, trying to come out of 
denial). I'm purposely talking about the 
personal now because without changes 
in our personal relations we are back to 
the same dominator dynamics under 
different names. Changes in personal 
relations are the most important part- 
nership signals, they are the core of the 
new nucleations. But it has to be at all 
levels. During the last decades people 
have been pouring into the streets ask- 
ing for everything from peace, disarma- 
ment, women's rights, an end to repres- 
sive rulers in the Soviet Union, etc. These 
are all important partnership movement 
signs. We've also seen the ecology move- 
ment, the changing consciousness about 
"man's conquest of nature," the recogni- 
tion that's dominator stuff that isn't going 
to work. These are all very real, tangible 
indications a paradigm shift is possible. 
And we see these signs even in the 
corporation, where they are talking 
about team work and nurturant man- 
agement styles. These are all still little 
blips, and they're still in the periphery 
of the system, but they are there. 

MC: One thing David was saying was 
that this is what your book, not only is 


about, but what it signifies. It is very 
recent, published in 1 987, so in some 
ways seen as a bifurcation point, its 
influence is a question in itself. In other 
words, the power of these ideas in gen- 
eral and the Chalice in particubr.... 

RE: Cultural transformation theory does 
offer a framework for all of these nucle- 
ations. The comment that I hear from 
people most often is that it shows how 
things fit. (Including my own experi- 
ences and my own life). Now if we don't 
see how these various seemingly ran- 
dom things fit together, okay, then we 
don't have a new paradigm. It's really 
that. So if... 

MC: How much does it hinge, though, 
on having the book, you know whether 
it's The Bible or The Chalice and fhe 
Blade. How much does it hinge on that. 
RE: It doesn't hinge on that. Of course, 
social movements hove very often had 
a book. Whether this can be the book; 
there are many people who are now 
writing their books using in them gybny 
and partnership as terms. One book I 
think in this age will not the trick do. 
MC: Unlike The Communist Manifesto, 
unlike Dos Capital? 

DL: I think the main thing one realizes 
about this partnership idea is that, from 
one way of looking at it, all Riane has 
done is simply pin down what is going 
on more forcefully than anybody else 
that I know of. She's describing some- 
thing that's already under way, that's 
been in motion since the time of the 
Enlightenment, and she's putting it into 
context as a whole. But one of the 
world's best known anthropologists. 
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Ashley Montagu, didn't call Riane's book 
the mostimportant since Darwin'sOr/g/n 
of the Species out of some idle impulse. 
He said that about this book out of his 
profound schohrship and understand- 
ing of how things fit together. This is a 
remarkable new picture of 25,000years 
of human cultural evolution. I think it is the 
kind of watershed book that Rachel 
Carson's Siknf Spring was in rebtion to 
the ecology movement, or Helen 
Caldicott's in rebtion to the peace move- 
ment. You can find certain other books 
ploying this rob in relation to the feminist 
movement, but I think in rebtion to get- 
ting across the nature of the chaibnge we 
face, survival of our species and all other 
life on this planet, her book is pivotal, and 
it will be recognized as such more and 
more over the years. 

MC; Well, the reason I asked that actually 
was precisely for that quote that's on the 
cover. Tm sure the publisher needed to 
call everybody's attention to that. But 
that's exactly my point. That it's not a 
question offbttery or anything like that at 
all, quite the contrary. The issue is can 
ideas actually hove that brnd of power. 
Because we were talking about move- 
ments and social forces. You were talking 
about the tangibb evidence of forces for 
change arxJ I think it is so important 
particularly in the context of a really anti- 
intellectual environment. The actual bvel 
of discourse is so low it's embarrassing. 
So in thatcontext, a lot of peopb, particu- 
briy young people have really lost any 
confidence that an idea con actually 
motivate anyone. "All that matters is 
bitches and money." (That's a line from a 


song.) You don't motivate people with a 
powerful idea. That's sort of resigned to 
the past — Christianity or communism or 
some failed movement that just proved 
that it's no good to folbw anybody. Do 
you see what Tm... 

DL: May I just mention something else 
about this book. The books with great 
historical impact do not have to be pro- 
found. Harriet Beecher Stowe's Unck 
Tom's Cabin hod a hell of a bt to do >vith 
the Civil War because, in part, it was a 
mass readership book, it reached mil- 
lions of peopb with millions of copies. 
But it was not a profound book. The point 
was that it rang the bell, it caused a 
mighty resonotion at a specific time in 
history. And that's what' s happened with 
Riane's book. It's hit at the resonation 
point. Darwin's Origin of Species was 
not a book for the masses. But her book 
is interesting because not only is it pro- 
found; it also reaches both the elite and 
the mass. 

RE: Well, some of the mass, I mean it may 
reach a bt of non-ocodemics but it hardly 
reaches the mass. 

MC: Well, that's actually another reason 
I asked, because, though we have a very 
small readership, it's an important read- 
ership that you won't otherwise get. See 
that's the point, because I think that there 
are ways to access certain constituencies 
that are otherwise completely isolated 
because the worb's been cut up into 
these littb categories and niches and to 
read a book is almost to put yourself in 
another category. You talk about some 
of these subjects and it turns peopb off. 
Even among artists, because it's "live 
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This gylaruc world . . . will be a world 
where limitations and fear will no longer 
be systematically taught us through myths 
about how inevitably evil and perverse we 
humans are. In this world, children will 
not be taught epics about men who are 
honored for being violent or fairy tales 
about chfldren who are lost in frightful 
woods where women are malevolent 
witches. They will be taught new myths, 
epics, and stories in which human beings 
are good; men are peaceful; and the power 
of creativity and love — symbolized by the 
sacred GhaHce, the holy vessel of life — is 
the governing prindple. For in this gylanic 
world, our drive for justice, equality, and 
freedom, our thirst for knowledge and 
spiiritual illumination, and our yearning 
for love and beauty will be at last be freed. 
And after the bloody detour of andocratic 
history, both women and men will at last 
find out what being human can mean. 
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history, both women and men will at last 
find out what being human can mean. 
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fast, dieyoung and leovea good looking 
corpse" and that's it. And that's the 
mythos, that's it. 

RE: Well, it's the rock group mythos. . 
MC: Well yeah, it goes along with the 
whole death culture. Lets face it, every- 
body wants instant change. 

RE: It's the half hour television program. 
MC: Exactly, so if you' re nota hittomor- 
row, it's not worth doing so the contra- 
diction gets flipped upside down, in- 
stead of always making the attempt, 
persevering, because it can matter, you 
say it didn't happen right now so it 
doesn't matter, or it can't matter. 

RE: Let me just tell you something: this is 
very important in terms of the artist. 
Whether the artist likes it or not she or he 
is marketing ideas through imagery, 
through music, through words. And for 
the artist to say that the idea does not 
matter displays ignorance about what 
art really does. Art supports or chal- 
lenges certain ideas, art introduces new 
ideas, and ideas are not devoid of emo- 
tional charge. I thinkthat the feelingsand 
ideas are not two separate realms. The 
artist can give an idea numinosity by 
investing it with a tremendous amount of 
emotion, a tremendous amount of charge. 
I'm told very often about this book, that 
yes, there's a lot of scholarship and a lot 
of data, but that there's a passion and a 
spirituality. That is the artistic part of it. 
And that is the part that has given it some 
degree of numinosity. So, first of all I 
would say that for the artist to negate the 
importance of ideas ignores the history 
of the role of the artist in maintaining and 
in changing culture. Iwould also soy that 


of course people who have been brought 
up in an electronic media era hove a 
difficult time with this concept. But you 
can't ignore history. Books hove changed 
cultures. Ideas hove changed cultures. I 
do hope that this book can provide for 
peopb an alternative. 

Capitalism and communism, return to 
old time religion, addiction — what are 
the alternatives? There is a field that is 
barren, it's littered with corpses. This is an 
idea struggling to emerge. I've articu- 
bted a bt of it in The Chalice and the 
Blade, but when I say that the important 
thing now is for other people to take it, 1 
thinkthot'spartofthepartnershipmodel; 
it is more pluralistic. Yes I think that this 
book, if we do move towards a partner- 
ship bture, this will certainly hovea place 
in history, but it will be rxcompanied by 
many more. I don't see it as a monolithic 
event. Does that make sense? 

MC: Yes, it makes a lot of sense. 

RE: There's a phrase that keeps going 
through my head, which is the artist as 
strange attractor, the gybnic artist as 
strange attractor. The gybnic artist as 
strange attractor is a challenge. Now 
that really requires going far deeper, 
and I don't mean sitting down and read- 
ing every book that was ever written. 1 
mean a lot of processing in termsof using 
those tempbtes and trying to figure out 
just what's what. What does it mean 
when one says, "to be real it has to have 
a dark side, it has to have a hard edge." 
I would say that that's only one reality. 
That is the reality of our pain and that's 
very true. But there is another reality and 
that is a chalice reality. Now for the artist 


to authenticate that requires a tremen- 
cJous amount of deprocessing. It isn't just 
saying, "Oh, I'm going to paint some- 
thing that offers hope." 

MC; Nobody believes it. 

RE: Not even the artist. What we're 
talking about is ecstatic art as a possibil- 
ity for the future. But you can't simply 
produce ecstatic art. Ecstatic art comes 
out of a true sense of connection. The 
yearning for connection is deep. There's 
a tremendous hunger for it. I would like to 
challenge the artists today, young and 
old, to disengage from this notion that the 
only reality is what makes us hone our 
pain, because there is another reality that 
has to eventually become socially and 
ideologically and mythologically rooted, 
a reality that helps us hone our joy and 
our sense of connection and of bve. That 
isthe most abused word: bve. It'sathrow 
away word in a dominator culture. But 
we need to recbim words like bve and 
joy in a real way. I'm a very intense 
person so I have experienced both very 
deep despair and very great joy, the 
artistic temperament is that way. But for 
a bng time in my life I was really hooked 
on this whole cycle of just being caught in 
the melodrama of the pain of my script as 
a woman. I almost died before I was 40 
because that was the only interesting 
script for a woman. And it's still true isn't 
it? We've got the tragic heroine and the 
tragic hero. But I'm saying we can hove 
an adventure in art and in life without 
having to constantly suffer to authenti- 
cate that all this suffering and rebting to 
one another in a dominator/ dominated 
mode is the "real" human experience. 


The artists' responsibility at this time is to 
open up other possibilities, to recognize 
that great art is art that inspires, that not 
only helps us deconstruct reality, but re- 
construct reality. That, however, can't be 
done in quick half hour fixes for a fifteen- 
minute success. It requires long-range think- 
ing. It means reaching deep inside, to 
really sing, to mythologize the gylanic 
possibility, and here is where what we are 
now learning from our prehistory, and 
from what so many of us are striving for 
and experimenting with, in terms of real 
partnership relations in all aspects of our 
lives, can provide enormously important 
and exciting material. 

October 4-111 992 at Heraklion, Crete 
the First International Minoan Celebra- 
tion of Partnership will be held. Riane 
Eisler and Margarita Papandreou (femi- 
nist peace activist and global coordina- 
tor of Women for Mutual Security) joined 
by many other activists from all conti- 
nents and all walks of life will be launch- 
ing what is hoped will become an ongo- 
ing bi-annual event to focus thought and 
action toward a partnership future. Those 
interested in more information about this 
important event can contact: 

Mara Lynn Keller 
Western/Central US 
808 Cerrito Street 
Albany, Cal. 94706 
Tel: (510)526-3736 
Fax: (510) 527-6713 

Or, you can contact Komotion and we'll 
try to help. 
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DEAD RECKONING 


Cursed by the forked tongue 
turned out onto the hard road 

into a littered, bunched-up gumwrapper, trash bag reality 
where no doorway is an entrance or an exit 


only a place to stay awhile 
and watch the parade of fearfilled humanity 
and watch out for the law or the lawless 
ready to drop you if you sleep 

But press on philosophers 

with your purloined shopping carts 

full of empty containers 

to be refilled with distilled narcolepsy and 

dispensed to that dispirited army 

that has been waving the white flag of surrender 

from the trenches of despair 

since the first downbeat of Armageddon 

that resounded 5,000 years ago 

Press on penitents 

to the rim of the crater that is this city 
to the rim of this halo of artificial light 
that conspires against the real light 
calling us from the heavens of night 
Go to the rim and look up in the sky 
and find Algol; 

fixed star in the constellation Perseus 
special because of its variation in brightness 
due to eclipses by a dark sattelite 
Sound familiar? 

That is your star, this is their lie. 

Age of Discovery. Age of Reason. Machine Age. Modern Age. 

Atomic Age. ComputerAge. 

Information Age. The Age Age. "Rock of Ages cleft tor me 
Sing not the song of fallen man 

because everything is upside down r i 

and damnaHon hurled down by a jealous, arrogant, vengeful GOD 

is but a pathetic tactic to divert our gaze 

from a limp gland hanging between quaking thighs. 

Not only has he no womb 

but he is terrified to enter one 

hence he damns us all 

for wanting to know what it feels like! 

And the hairy orifice 

from which our life form springs 





is condemned 

and the woman it's a part of is called an abomination 

and the power of creation 

is replaced by the power to rule 

and the false promise of eternal life 

is wedded to the reality of eternal slavery 

so that kings may live forever 

on the backs of their subjects 

and democracy may mean: 

BUY NOW AND SAVE 

Save what? 

Save our souls? 

When before you lies moral panic and nostalgia 

and behind you lies the only warm embrace you've ever known 

you are NOWHERE 

Soul is what is everywhere, in everyone; 

connecting, blending, infusing, mixing 

everything in the universe eternity NOW! 

It's our bodies that need saving 

Our bodies and the minds in them that are torn apart and burned alive, 

under constant attack by the same four horsemen 

whose hooded riders shroud their own mortality 

and mystify the priesthood of priviledge 

the/ve so ruthlessly served 

oh, these dark millenia 

It is easy to forget. 

But press on philosophers, press on. 

With your purloined shopping carts 
and no reason to live 
except no reason to die, 
press on 

See through the paranoid fallacy 
of power and property 

and prophesy the end of the epoch of the Price Tag 

prophesy the end of the reign of the pompous purveyors of the sales pitch 

who've rrwnaged to take all the wonders of nature 

and human endeavor and to mark them: 

"Reduced for clearance! Everything must go!" 

Press on philosophers, press on 

Prophesy the real world 
and why we keep going. 
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X-PLICIT 

CONSUMMATION 


a portion of a script performed at NYU by Debbie Moore 

The X-Plicit Players are a group of performers whose work is 
designed to challenge their audience to be less afraid of intimacy 
than destruction; to examine their own thoughts about the body 
and the body politic; to reveal the flesh and, through its nakedness, 
to begin to heal the damaged people whose relationships are 
clothed in hypocricy and brutality. The group recently returned 
from a tour of the east coast when Debbie Moore submitted the 
following to Komotion: 

Cloaked in all the scholarly clout of a New York University (NYU) 
Symposium, that was called together to shroud Debbie Moore's 
"Act of Consummation" in an aura of protected study, drawing in 
luminaries from the cutting edge of the sex/art world, such as 
panelists Annie Sprinkle, Carolee Schneeman, Carol Vance, and 
Candida Royalle, Debbie Moore made love on stage, documented 
the event, and became the focus of a censorship scandal, when Al 
Goldstein of Screw magazine prepared to air that documentation 
on his Midnight Blue cable TV show. NYU symposium administra- 
tors threatened to sue Al Goldstein if their faces appeared watching 
any part of the "Act of Consummation," Debbie Moore's five-hour 
"tour of touch, " where intimacy was developed in carefully scripted 
stages between the nude "X-Plicits" and their audience, through 
non-sexual "body readings." Debbie insisted on airing her video 
documentation on Midnight Blue, stressing that crossing over 
into porn or taboo arenas with her art is an emphasized part of her 
free expression and necessary for maintaining freedom of speech. 
The following day, Debbie invited the NYU symposium audience 
to cross over from "fine art" into what is considered the "pom 
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world" in our society; she asked them to lick whipped cream and 
chocolate from her body during "A Piece of Cake" at the Harmony 
Burlesque lap dancing club, where she would demystify sex again 
right in the context where it holds so much shame. A core of students 
actively participated in the raw newness of reading each other 
through touch, entering an on-going intimacy with the X-Plicits, 
that took them to the Harmony, out to ice skating together, and 
created a bond that they plan to perform in together again. Debbie 
performs the following soliloquy while other X-Plicit Players and 
audience members tap, rub and caress her entire body in what she 
considers to be a personal exorcism of shame. At NYU it was 
followed by a clearly scripted, cast guided, two-hour, touching of 
the audience to "know" them, which is kindling an underground 
web of intimacy that has blasted through the taboo of touch and 
even the taboo of watching sex. "Consummation" occurs during 
the fifth hour of the performance when audience members who 
have already reached into anew realm of sensing, knowing, and 
reading each other are finally drawn into an inner circle to closely 
witness Debbie's intercourse with her mate. Debbie patterns this 
group "consummation" after mythic ancients who warmed the sick 
and aged by sexing before them, exposing intimacies that healed 
them through nearness to a consuming tenderness. 


Our society has forsaken us. 

We hove not forsaken each other. 

Our teachers hove misled us. 

We hove not forsaken each other. 

Many who led us hove corrupted us. 

We have not forsaken each other. 

Many who loved us saw just a part of us. 

We have not forsaken them or each other. 

All those we love, create us. 

We must know each other. 

I defy this culture that has brainwashed us into censoring surveil- 
lance of each other. Taught to discriminate between the winners 
and the losers, we hide in each other's capabilities, preening, 
desiring, "improving" each other. We bury each other, we destroy 
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each other. We hide for a while in getting the degree, the grant, 
the award, the money, the career, the set lifestyle. I was raised at 
the top of the social ladder, excelled in nearly everything, made it 
to the ivy league college. 1 was at the top and sow the dead 
Shamans who keep the lonely myth of the "top" alive, teaching the 
innocent how to die amongst them. I felt myself slipping into the 
isolated tomb of self-portrayal, self-rendering, self-guarding, self- 
censoring, self-caretaking that is called "the top." I felt myself 
alone, slipping into death where the keepers of the "top" hide. We 
hide in the black fashions that sculpt us into the same self- 
corrupting shape of beauty, that is just a blackened shadow of 
ourselves, a dead replica of culture's norm of beauty. We believe 
we are fitting the ideal of beauty when, and if, we gather from that 
beauty some sense of recognition from ourselves, some sense of 
gratitude from someone else, some sense of gratitude from society 
for being there, being there somewhere, fitting into and under- 
neath the form. Until we become so good at matching the form, we 
have lost the knowing of what we are. Because if the bathing suit 
looks good on us, if the house looks right around us, if the job brings 
respect to us, if the mate seems sincere about us, if the food choices, 
political choices, investment choices are well conceived in relation 
to us, the "us" that matches the social form, then we win the final 
gamble. Then, in fact we are proven there. Because someone who 
is really there soys we are there, sees and accepts our state of 
grace. We are there in a personal and societal state of grace, of 
brief glowing acceptance, appropriateness, but not love. No one 
knows us, and one cannot love what they do not know. 

The state of grace, of societal form fitting fades, and we fall into the 
many fragments of "not-enoughness." The "not-enoughness" hap- 
pens when you have become the form that seems most real, only 
to find that reality changes, leaving you behind, isolated, unmet 
and unknown. Like the man who's not enough because his head 
was buried in engineering books forthat decade vdien hiswife, like 
so many women's libbers, decided that the body is not lush open 
country to feast upon. When a whole generation of woman began 
redressing the body that the love generation so feverishly un- 
dressed. Until the world that was enough, the social stature of 
engineer, breadwinner, and happy consumer gives way to the 
"not-enoughness" of hard defensive "liberated" women whose 
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bodies learned better than to trust the innocence of the sixties. Until 
a whole generation of young women bury bosom and cunt as if it 
were Victorian-age treasure, well greased through masturbation 
and well hidden from the stray male viewer. Sexual sacredness, 
buried by more misconception of itself. Sexual sacredness, more 
debilitating to those who police its parameters than those who 
dance innocently through its uncharted regions. The female body 
is now misconstrued as a weapon so capable of misuse through 
pornography and corruption through marriage or other forms of 
giving up control, that its keepers, the liberated women, become 
trapped. Women are now barred from the explosive joy, the right 
of exposing their total and varied sexual vision, an explicit vision 
that could pave the way for an incorruptible social revolution. If 
women embraced their right to expose their true sexual discoveries 
on video tape, in magazines, in small theaters, and clubs, they 
could rewrite the ideas on what is sexy, what is human, and what 
we are capable of expressing with our bodies. We could have a 
much greater effect on freeing each other, and men too, if we 
became more active in expressing our personal sexual vision, and 
inspiring others to express theirs. The shaming, boring, deformed 
reality that is now our porno club circuit, and our porno magazine 
and video business is full of limitation and violence only because 
we have not gotten out and inspired something more evolved, more 
true to us. At the same time we must make sure that not one of us 
will be censored. Ever. Period. For once you begin to censor one 
woman's pornography, even one man's depiction of violent por- 
nography, you censor freedom. You join the ranks of censors, 
playing god over someone's right to create. One woman's pornog- 
raphy could be another woman's art, or another woman's religion. 

My performance work could be considered pornographic by most 
of the people in my society, and so could my life, my art, and my 
own form of religion. But performance is where I can make myself 
most vulnerable to new people, a vulnerable that is more myself. 
Women are now barred from the strength that comes from living 
in absolute vulnerability, a strength that is incorruptible tenderness 
and humanness. Women are now barred from their own inborn 
ability to experiment with their own innocent sexing, that is to 
experiment bodily, intimately, publicly, freely, without limits, in any 
way that leads toward more truth in thei r lives. Women have barred 
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themselves and taken men down with them, into a realm where 
defensiveness is the only focus. Armored in black and covered in 
clean aggressiveness, we women are now the teachers of death. 
Death to the discovery of the kind of experimentation that is based 
on not knowing what the body can do and soy that is good, and not 
even trying it. Death by self-censorship. Death by becoming watch- 
men over a small sector of supposedly deviant sexual expression, 
rather than discovering the potential fullness suggested by purely 
loving and highly personal sexual expression. Death by becoming 
angry at men, sick men, broken men. 

The male gender is the next victim, cowering in confusion and self- 
repression in the patient, well-educated, new-age male takes a 
backseat ride through his life, where gifts of true love and inclusion 
are doled out by some vengeant goddess. Men are not loved, not 
really loved for their openness, their sensitivity, their gentle giving 
bodies, their need. Now stripped of their throne as the sole gods of 
the work place, they have lived through and outgrown the Shaman- 
ism of the fifties. The Shamanism that said love is exchanged for 
dinner on the table and a roof over our heads. The Shamanism that 
tied Dad to his money, his cigar, his Playboy and his wife s proud 
cleavage, exposed just at parties. The fifties Shaman perversely 
confused sex for love, and put it on the back of closet doors where 
the Playboys hung curling. The Shaman Daddies who fondle their 
daughter's bodies from the alcoholic stupor of need, fighting their 
nowhere picture of themselves as they drown in the emptiness of the 
isolated-male-ego-world. My father did not fondle me because there 
are women whipped in Playboy magazines, or because of the 
pathetic image of "woman" in the fifties, a repressed, silent shell of 
feline underling, who tugged hopelessly at his side for his job, his 
pride, his masculine facade. My father had the same disease as his 
father, as one fourth of all fathers in our modem culture. He suffered 
under the widespread loss of magic. He had lost his vision and there 
was no one there who was not drowning, drowning in the lack of 
truth, the lack of magic. Drowning because no one could reach 
through the veneer of his fixed form to see the lost and unknown little 
boy, denied. The Shaman died within him, idly shaking a feeble stick 
that won't rattle anymore. The Shaman's miracles died inside him, 

buried longago with hisfrail vague stick thatwon trattle,won trattle 
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for my mother, or even more than just a little for other women, won't 
rattle so much for the P/ayboy magazines stashed in hiding manly 
places like car trunks, pool room walls, construction site trailers, 
where dead Shamans convene to gather magic. The Shaman died 
inside my father when his earliest instincts were smashed, the 
innocent stirring of lust and fanciful experiments of the body. His 
Shaman died when probing the waters with skipping rocks was as 
miraculous as tracing a finger along the breastline that trails into 
navel of the girl next door. The little country boy who lost trock of 
the mysteries opening up all around him, and fell so deeply into the 
tomb of hardness they call adult reality, that he could not get the 
rules right. The Shaman who knew mystery was long dead within 
my father when he played Daddy helping me with homework, 
slipping his guidance into my baby doll pajamas. His body 
trespassing back into innocence to revive itself . . . What was most 
lost was the ring of truth you get through your whole body when 
something is right, the stab of untruth through your whole body 
when you do something wrong. He pressed his body upon me 
trying to wake it up, fighting for his life, drowning in his fight and 
stealing any life he could. His body was dead to the wrongness he 
made with me, his body lost amidst my innocence. He was on trial, 
with his heavy-lidded eyes, that followed molherto the psychiatrist, 
the new-age Shaman. 

Who holds the magic rxjw? I, the Shamanatrix hove clues in my body 
of innocent hungering and passionate seeing. The Shamanatrix in all 
of us is reading clues, not as a distant observer/psychiatrist/expert, 
doling out analysis from above, but as the entering inner voice that 
becomes the other and knows the other, intimately telling the news of 
right and wrong. We are the ink blots to be read by each other, in the 
new quest for vision of, coibboration on, what is to be believed, to be 
found true. We, the mysterious ink blots, are there to be experienced 
for the feel of truth; we are antennae of the Shamanatrix, the wib 
whore of inner truth vdx) will be used and taken through the feeling 
state, the wholly erotic state that frees the mind, and exorcises the 
body, and returns magic to the vision. The strange, bubbly, intangible 
ink bbts used by the leading shrinks around the world are not making 
magic, when strained through expertise and psychiatry, but making 
magic only when chibren envision through them, when chibren 





imagine by them. Children peer at ink blots the way we peer at each 
other tonight. We must be the ink bbts and the children, peering 
endlessly at each other and being the truths that arise, unashamed, 
unjudged from the inner regions of each other. Arising out of cultural 
confusion into the free-form realm of pure truth, we are bringing bock 
the slowing, seeing place of each other, a trance state of non-denial, 
non-structure, non-norms, non-forms. Where a face is alight with 
butterflies this moment, or covered in sores oozing pus the next. 
Where pictures drown from each other, like kaleidoscopic mirrors, 
shift us into the morass of each otheri sdemons and pleasures, kicking, 
bughing, screaming us into knowing of each other. Where Daddy's 
hand is still beautiful blue and his cock a wiggly fun worm just 
happening beside me, forgiven. Children will forgive their parents 
pain but will not become it, returning again and again to the inner 
mystery, walking alive among the dead. I forgive the dead Shaman 
his bsf despairing stabs at my innocence; he could not take my 
innocence away, only I could give it up. The war against the world 
my father ran, he ran out of misguided vengeance on the world. 
His trampling of my innocence was his final striking bock. Of 
undermining the world of death that suffocated his Shaman and 
broke him forever away from his own innocence. Finally it was 
Mother and Daddy against the woHd, man and wife alone, taboo, 
covered with incest, covered with shame, avenging the world that 
would not hold its form, fighting the world, but mostly having all the 
more reason to hide from the world. Hide their daughters, get their 
daughters to lock their doors every night, lock it in case of relapse, 
into the private cauldron of fear that is the touch. Hide from every 
touch or look that moves from the Right into the Wrong. Hide the 
body from the Wrong boys, and keep it for the Right boys. And 
these dead Shamans are still teaching us all, these sad, tired 
playboys are still weeping in the backrooms and poker parlors, 
with their small butts of cigar gnashing between what once was a 
dashing smile, but now is a small sucked-in hole that cannot speak 
out from a Jabba-fhe-Huf face, from a bloated body, that works 
only as if weeping for the past, the deeply darkened death of the 
Shaman that walks in shame. And she, the liberal, women's libber 
wife, wonders if getting rid of all those P/oyboys could have helped. 

But it was not the pornography that buried him; it was all of the 

more important losses that he suffered in silence, losses that he was 
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taught to bear. Losing track of the community that stimulates the 
heart and loins, beyond the home and family, losing the thread that 
connects us to the lusty, savage communing of the others, the well 
of others who really could give birth to our wonder at every moment 
if we could just admit them. Losing the ability to give birth to 
community, to create community, to be needed by community, and 
thus suffocated, isolated, obsessed, my father was taught by his 
father to turn to his own captive children for acceptance, for 
arousal, for salvation. Swallowed up in the isolating cauldron of 
pretension that is the nuclear family, so many men and women are 
losing track of the unwieldy fixed romance called marriage, until 
shame sets in, with its' authoritative call to spend and earn the good 
life, buy the motor boats, the braces, the tennis lessons, the cars, the 
endless homes and degrees for endless offspring. 

Distant thread of connection with skipping rocks and candles and 
the softness of touch, threads to tiny things like the way a woman 
dries her hands always on the same part of her hips, wearing the 
apron there, like loving doing the dishes with her. Losing track of 
the Shaman, the wild passion for small things, vivid changes and 
exchanges that work magic on us from between each other. Passion 
for two children jumping on the bed, passion for the embrace that 
comes without strings, passion for the way pancakes pick up on the 
edges when someone makes them for you, for the way your heart 
and guts and skin pick up when someone seeking you draws near. 
Attention now to our teachers. Lest we follow in their deadly ways. 
Passion for the teachers who once knew Shamanic ways in the 
magic of rocks skipping across lakes that send up little driHs ot 

steam, like the heat pouring out from between breast and navel. We 

have teaching to do, and seeing, and feeling, into the inner recasts 
of each other's natural Shamanism. We are the only makers of the 
new way, our new way, because we cannot tell it or find it from 
without each other, only from within. 

We are beckoning to each other like small children trapped away 
and inside by deep drifts of snow, waving and calling from our 
distant houses, snowbound. We can sail over the snowbanks 
through each other's bodies. We can ride down hills of wonder and 
enter into the games and spells and hidden treasures of each other s 
personal, sensual, even forgotten ways. And from all of this letting 




in and more letting in, we are finding tfie wisdom of the free and 
clear, we are finding a new path with each footstep we take toward 
each other. Like the waving children, snowbound, our bodies 
beckon, and our heartfelt bodies can find answers between us 
through our touch. We are answering as we behold each other, as 
any cast answers any audience, as any audience answers any cast, 
we are entering the place of each other beyond surface walls of 
cold and ice, the place of art making and love making. I commit 
myself and my performances to the waves of pleasure coaxing cast 
members into giving over to the mesmerizing spell of each other, 
giving over to the hypnosis of the audience, giving over to the 
fragmented glimpses of finding each others truths. During each 
performance we will drift into the giving over place, the unknown 
of each other, and ride the waves of each other's visions. I will tell 
the audience of myself and all I know, let them feel the Shamanatrix 
wanting, the seer piercing, the little girl wandering their vast inner 
wonderland. I ask the watchers to stay beside me and within me as 
we all wander into the unprotected territory that engulfs us in each 
other. The cast and I will "read" the audience with our hands, we, 
the cast, will see the audience with our feeling hunger and answer 
to each audience member with our calling out and pulling in as all 
seekers do. Audience and cast will not have sexual intercourse with 
each other, or violence, or exchange fluids from any orifices, but 
beyond this we are available for any touching, any seeing, any 
knowing of each other, no body part is off limits. Beckoning for 
aeons, we are all children still calling out and pouring into each 
other, still waiting for the feast of flesh and sense and becoming we 
have the right to now. We are an underground community giving 
birth to itself, evolving out of seeing, evolving into knowing each 
other. Unimaginable pleasure and truth tasting is for the waiting 
mind to savor, as cast and audience begin to touch each other's 
bodies, feel each other's visions. We come near, come through, 
surround each other tenderly, for truth tracking and inner touring. 
We must know each other. 
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THE JUDGMENT 


she wore her interview clothes: her red 
silk blouse, black knit slacks, a "smart- 
looking" jacket, hose and clickity heels 
but the New York Hilton's security guard 
knew an imposter when he saw one. 

"Can I help you?" 

Did she look as though she needed help 
sitting in one of the comfortable velvet 
couches like any of the guests, flipping 
through a magazine a conference mem- 
ber had abandoned? Strange, Eva 
thought, she had already announced 
hersdf at the desk. The way the guard 
was assessing her made her susp>ect he 
thought she was a call girl. Perhaps the 
details: the short unpolished nails, the 
large plastic men's watch, the bright red 
lipstick, the wild black hair, the silver 
rings and bracelets and all those ear- 
rings on her left ear . . . was it the olive 
skin? 

Finally her uncle appeared, casually 
strolling across the tremendous marble 
floor, as clean and groomed and el- 
egant as his surroundings. She was 
surprised at how familiar he looked, his 
broad good-natured grin that never 
failed to put her at ease. 

She had seen him twice since her child- 
hood: once when he had sprung her 
fare to the East Coast to attend her 


grandmother's funeral and once when 
he had come to San Francisco for busi- 
ness. She had been working part-time at 
a small-minded daily paper in Novato, 
cutting and filing news clips and had felt 
inadequate in his eyes; when she tried 
justifying her ridiculous job as as afford- 
ing her the leisure to paint, she felt as 
though she were describing some ex- 
travagant and insignificant hobby to him. 

Her uncle's spirits were as high as she 
had remembered them to be, particu- 
larly so on this night because of his fairly 
recent appointment to the Massachu- 
setts Supreme Court. 

At the Thai restaurant, he decided upon a 
seafood plate from the section of the menu 
Eva seldom allowed herself to contem- 
plate. Quite happy with her uncle's selec- 
tion, the young woman asked him if he 
would like a curry chicken dish as well. 

"Chose anything you like," he responded 
cheerfully. "You're the one who'll be 
eating it." 

After a momenfs reflection, Eva said, 
"... You mean you wouldn't like to 
share dishes?" 

"Why?" The judge closed his menu. "I 
couldn't be happier with my selection." 
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"In that case, 1 think I'll get the seafood 
plate too." 

The waitress reviewed the order with 
some surprise: "Two Ta-Lay-Thai, sticky 
rice, one Sing-Ha beer and tea." She 
gathered upthemenussilentlyandwalked 
away. 

The first hour of conversation was polite 
and superficial. After exchanging some 
news about various family members, the 
judge went into some detail about his new 
post. He gestured wildly, his eyes filled 
with enthusiasm when he spoke about the 
new research he was undertaking for a 
case he hod been hearing. 

"I'm so glad for you," Eva responded. 
"I've never seen you so happy with life." 

"I'm, learning a tremendous amount, 
Eva," he said pensively. "A tremendous 
amount." 

"But are many of the cases you hear 
similar to the one you've just described?" 

"Unfortunately yes, many involve rape. 
Rape and robbery. But the majority are 
child abuse cases. Too many child abuse 
cases." The man looked down sadly at 
his plate. "I see nothing but the most 
hideous displays of cruelty, Eva. People 
don't come to court when the/ re happy. 
And you know whafs the lousiest thing of 
all? Many of the people I try are guilty, 
but I can't convict them. My job is essen- 
tially dealing with technicalities." 


"Take another case I'm working on 
now ..." The man removed his glasses 
and pinched the bridge of his nose. "It 
involves a woman who was nearly killed 
by her husband. Oh, Eva, it's just dread- 
ful, what this woman put up with. The man 
beotthewoman quite regularly. He worked 
in a factory that laid off half of its work 
force to set up business in Indonesia. He 
was one of the casualties. It seems this 
was the final straw for this fellow. He 
came home drunk and began beating 
his wife with a steel pole. She nearly died 
in the hospital. When I first saw her 1 
couldn't believe it. The poor woman had 
stitches all over her body." The man 
rubbed his face and took a swallow of 
some beer. 'She lost her left eye." 

Eva cringed. "Is he up for attempted 
murder?" 

"Well," the judge shook his head in 
disapproval. "It's a little more com- 
plex .... But the way this case is going 
he'll get off Scott-free." 

"Why?" 

"You can't believe it. The wife is refusing 
to testify against her husband." 

'Is she afraid of what her husband might 
do to her?" 

"No, that's what so nuts about it all. She 
says she loves her husband. Says she 
can't live without him. 'He's a good man, 
a fair man,' is what she kept saying over 
and over again. Said she was lucky to 
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have him as her husband and now we 
wanted to take him away from her." The 
judge looked disheartened. “It's so 
strange, Eva. This woman doesn't seem 
to believe her situation is ... " he 
struggled for the correct word "... ab- 
normal. The fact that she could lead a 
decent life doesn't even cross her mind." 

The young woman shook her head. 

"And this is the norm, Eva. You can't 
believe how many cases are like this one." 

"Oh, I believe it," the young woman 
said. It reminded her of the disillusioned 
teachers she had met during her first 
teaching experience. The District had 
placed her in one of the most disrepu- 
table elementary schools in San Fran- 
cisco. she recounted the stories about 
children urinating in the corridors, the 
classes that remained in utter disarray 
awaiting a teacher to fill the position, the 
teacher who had quit the previous year 
after a nervous breakdown, the male 
teacher who had been stripped of all his 
clothes and locked out of his own class- 
room by a group of fifth-graders. 

"I lasted two weeks," she laughed. "It was 
too much for a first teaching experience." 

"Is the school in a bad area?" The judge 
didn't seemed particularly surprised. 

"No, actually the school's in one of the 
most affluent neighborhoods in the city. 
But these families have pulled their kids 
out of the school to send them to private 


schools. Most of the students at this 
school are bussed in from the projects." 

“That explains a few things, is that why 
conditions are so terrible there?" 

"Well actually this is pretty common for 
public city schools. What 1 think com- 
pounds this school's problems, though, 
is that nobody knows what's going on 
in the class next door. If a teacher sees 
a child spitting in the hall and the child 
isn't his or her pupil, nobody says 
anything." 

"Did you tell them this?" 

"I did, but no one wanted to collabo- 
rate. It was a dead end situation. When I 
resigned many of the teachers applauded 


Eva thought of the last conversation she 
had with old Marta, a teacher who had 
been disliked by most of the staff and 
was given an impossible class to teach 
so that she might quit. When Eva had 
told Marta of her decision, the small 
woman looked at her with sad, tired 
eyes, partially with envy, partially with 
hope. She said she had thought of leav- 
ing many times herself, but didn't know 
what alternative she had. 

Several teachers asked Eva where she 
would go. 

"They kept insisting I'd find the same 
problems wherever I went. I began to 
wonder if I was crazy, what with all the 
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teacher layoffs and all. It was difficult to 
convince them I'd seen better schools. I 
told them if thafs what teaching was, it 
wasn't for me." 

"So are you working now?" the judge 
took a sip of his beer and looked at his 
niece expectantly. 

"Yes. I found an alternative school in the 
Mission thafs extremely well organized. 

If s a lot more work, but if s worth it." 

"Well good for you," her uncle rubbed 
her shoulder, "f m so pleased you finally 
found a job that interests you, Eva." 

"Thanks," the young woman said self- 
consciously. 

Her uncle smiled, but his mood quickly 
faded. "If s just awful whaf s happening 
with the public schools," he said shaking 
his head. "You, know Eva, fve become 
very cynical this last year. Especially 
when I think of what happened to the 
Soviet Union. All that corruption. If you 
want my opinion, ifs all corrupt." He 
seemed to be speaking to himself, the 
vitality now drained from his tone. 

"People will always struggle for power. 
Ifs all about power. Those who have it 
and those who don't. Those who want 
power can use any system to obtain 

it . . . communism, capitalism, ifs all the 

same. We'll soon do ourselves in. I be- 
lieve within several decades ifll all be 
over. Not because of the environment. 
But out of cruelty. Ifs our nature." The 


man seemed completely defeated. He 
moved his food in slow circles around his 
plate. "Ifs a cruel race. Democracy can- 
not exist. You just do your little bit in the 
face of it all and hold on to your morals." 

The young woman smiled. "So you think 
you can predict history." 

"Well ... I'm fairly certain of the out- 
come." 

"Did you foresee all the changes that 
took place in the Soviet Union?" 

"No, of course not. What are you getti ng 
at, Eva?" 

"Just that 1 take solace in knowing that 
one can never predict history. Never." 

"Well I wish I could take solace in that 
too, but I feel that the odds are too great 
that we'll do ourselves in." 

Theyoung woman smiled. "Ithoughtyou 
said you were learning a great deal. Yet 
it sounds to me as though you've figured 
it all out already." 

The judge stopped chewing and calmly 
contemplated the remark. I doubt 1 II 
learn anything new that will change my 
opinion about our future ifthaf swhatyou 
mean. I wish I could," he added soberly. 

"Really? I worry that I'll never get through 
digesting a fraction of all the books that 
have been written on the subject." 


Page 39 


The judge nodded but he seemed to be 
elsewhere. '1 used to feel that way myself 
once," he said in a tone that made Eva 
wonder whether he were putting her 
down for her naivete or was actually a 
little envious of her. 

"I just can't believe if s as bad as all that," 
the woman continued. "There have al- 
ways been coofjerative societies as well. 
Look at the Native American societies 
that still exist in Brazil. Tm sure there are 
a few countries that function on a more 
human level." 

"But what impact can a few million people 
have on the world? ThoT s a few million out 
of five billion. Would you expect a tribe in 
Brazil to model our way of life?" 

"Butwhat if that million were like the tribe 
that discovered the first writing tool?" 

"But human nature isn't like that," the 
judge insisted. 

"I wonder how those few million define 
human nature. 1 wonder if they think its 
presumptuous of us to define their nature 
for them," Eva mused, but the judge 
didn't seem to understand her, his head 
muddled with visions of the men and 
woman he heard, reduced to subhuman 
creatures. 

"Well maybe you're right," Eva said 
after a long silence. "Maybe we're des- 
tined to do ourselves in. But if that's the 
case, just think how luckywe are to have 
been among the flash of humanity that 


existed on the planet. We should be 
overjoyed to be alive!" 

"Now that 1 can agree with," said the 
judge. 

Outside the restaurant an old Black 
woman was huddled in a door way, 
trying to rearrange the overstuffed bags 
and bottles in a shopping cart she had 
appropriated. Wrapped up in a coat 
and blankets, stooped and very small 
with age, she reminded Eva of her late 
grandmother and she became very an- 
gry. She pulled a couple of dollars out of 
her purse and offered them to the woman. 

"It's disgusting, Eva said," "that woman 
has probably worked harder during her 
lifetime than 1 ever will." 

Eva's uncle looked at her with surprise, 
as if the anger in her voice was a sign of 
some unresolved instability. 

"I'm sorry," Eva snapped. "If s just that 
I can't tolerate seeing people go hungry 
or homeless when there is no need for it 
and my tolerance lessens each year." 

"You have to learn to live in the real 
world," the judge said calmly, putting 
his arm around his niece. "If s filled with 
misery." 

They parted a warm good-bye. "See 
you at the wedding this weekend," the 
judge smiled. "Then you're off to 
Mexico?" Eva nodded. 



'Maybe next time you're out here you 
can visit with us for a while," said the 
uncle to his niece. Eva hoped her uncle 
might this once volunteer a plane ticket, 
but he didn't. She watched her uncle 
walk back through the gilded gold and 
marble doorway, his head bent, shoul- 
ders slumped ever so slightly. 

On her way to hail a cab, Eva passed by 
the old homeless woman again. Out of 
the corner of her eye she could see the 
woman settling down into a neat bed of 
blankets for the night. She thought about 
saying good-night to her and began to 
turn toward her. Suddenly she felt self- 
conscious in her nice clothes. Indeci- 
sively, Eva changed her course and 
stumbled on her heels. She looked over 
at the old woman and realized she had 
been watching her. Noticing the discom- 
fort evident in Eva's expression, the older 
woman smiled. 

"I could never walk in them things either, 
honey, though I did for some odd years," 
the old woman said. 'But I tell you now. 


I'd rather be on the streets than wearing 
them things again." 

Eva looked at the woman not knowing 
what to say. The older woman grinned 
and the two broke out laughing. When 
they stopped laughing, Eva began feel- 
ing a little uncertain again. The old 
woman looked at her very seriously. 
Though her eyes were tired and a little 
watery, they had the kind of sharpness 
and clarity that only old age can impart 
to those who have kept them open all 
their lives. 

"Don't worry, honey," she said. 'If I 
survived those shoes, and I survived 
these streets as long as 1 have. I'll get 
myself off them. You can bet on that." 

Something opened up inside Eva and 
her eyes locked on the old woman's. 
Without having to say another word, 
they bid each other good-bye. 

— Marqot Pepper 
©1992 


ReVI6ft2 


We/come to another, and possibly last, 
edition of Newz and Reviewz. In the 
almost five years of doing shows, we're 
faced with one of our biggest crises ever 
as we go to press. Last night (March 1 8) 
while doing a benefit for Berkeley s famed 
youth/ punk institution, 924 Gilman, we 
were shut down by the police. A variety 
of things happened which are detailed at 
the end of this section, but it looks as if we 
may have to s top doing any sort of shows 
in our current space due to police pres- 
sure . . . we've had a lot of fun, done as 
wide a variety of events as possible and 
raised tens of thousands of dollars over 
the years for many different causes and 
organizations. All this without any ex- 
press consent or permission from the 
powers that be. It's a sad commentary 
that this is all halted over authoritarian 
catch-22's, juvenile pranksters, and a 
city bureaucracy unwilling and unable 
to be honest with itself and its "citizens." 

As it stands right now, we are only 
beginning to formulate a strategy for 
overcoming these obstacles, but we are 


determined to continue presenting our 
vision in all the mediums at our disposal, 
including live performance. We will be 
relying on the very musicians and artists 
who have made this such an interesting 
and provocative experience for all. And 
we will be calling on the literally thou- 
sands of people from all over the wodd 
who have been somehow involved and 
supportive over the years. 

A salute to all of you who've helped us 
out during the live events and a big fuck 
off to the imbecilic cretins who fucked up 
a good thing for more people than I care 
to think of right now . . . 

So, where were we? Oh, yes! 

August 17 brought us Lights In A Fat 
City, a London-based "power termite 
trio." They combine samples, tons of 
percussive stuff and didjeridoo which 
created a rhythmic trance-like frenzy to 
a full house of world and not so world 
music fans. Truly wonderful! 
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On August 28th we held an Open House 
which ^lured Art by Sarah Van Rosevelt 
who has a really haunting approach to 
painting. Churning out plenty o' big comi- 
cal noise was Schnookumz, with the no- 
torious Maxwell Malice who almost fin- 
ished the set standing upright. Wayne 
Dean drew the winner of his fabulous free 
labor raffle and all was well . . . 

The people from Processed World re- 
turned to Komotion on August 3 1 , giving 
their own twist to the Labor Day holiday. 
From those vdio first heralded, "Full En- 
joyment, Not Full Employment!", they 
performed skits and songs to enliven us 
working drones. Along with the Attitude 


Adjustment Seminar (which was on the 
last sound mag.), Dave Uppman did a 
hilarious music and comedy perfor- 
mance, while Pluto bent our minds and 
ears til' late in the night— /o/most forgot 
about my shifty little /ob . . . 

September 1 1 brought us the Komotion 
International Volume II record release 
party Side A, featuring 1 ive performances 
from Josef Brinckmann and the Con- 
spiracy of Equals, whose unique 
slavidelic sound combines violins and 
accordian with the power of rock, and a 
little Beatles and Bowie thrown in — one 
of the hottest bands around town! We 
were also treated to the sampladelically 



Page 43 



In the Audio: Adrian Isab^l/Fred Cirillo (photo by Jim Johnson) 


flavored vocal stylings of Pamela Z, and 
the rowdy rants of Vampyre Mike Kassel. 
(By the way, if you haven't yet gotten 
your copy of the record — buy it! If s an 
excellent collection of the Bay Area's 
best, most controversial and in your face 
music and spoken word — still charting 
on some college stations and now into 
the second pressing!!) 

The party continued on September 14 
with Side B . . . Grotus started off the 
evening with a borage of frightening 
images and sound that blew our monitor 
amp three times before they gracefully 
called it quits . . . My hat and eardrums 
off to you guys. Next up was Sachiko, a 
Northern California based band of peace 
loving world beatish dervishes who got 


the crowd twirling and squishy. Last this 
evening was Bedlam Rovers, a band of 
folk-punkers who unleashed some new 
songs on the by-now sweaty sardined 
crowd and kept 'em swayin til the wee 
hours — slosh . . . 

One night in September we had like, this 
benefit for people who were busted for 
pot. There were some bands, and a table 
with all these pieces of literature on them 
about how irrational it is to bust people 
for possessing hemp, one of the planet's 
greatest natural resources. The book The 
Emperor Has No Clothes by Jack Merer 
is far more eloquent than !, soifyou'reat 
all interested check it out. Through the 
smoke and haze we begat the cosmic 
light of Pork's House, The Busted Sis- 




fers, X-Tal and the woman who made a 
really long, but heartfelt speech. When it 
was over we all had the munchies . . . 

The Open House on September 25 was 
a nice change of pace. There was an 
excellent art opening by Bo Chi Pong, 
who makes these wonderful puppet/ doll 
figures, some of which are quite large. 
They remind me of Balinese shadow 
dancers. In the main room, the 848 
Divisadero Collective was getting into 
the groove, with Andre (ex-BeatNigs) 
and members of his household improvis- 
ing on a wide range of instruments. 
While not all the performers may hove 
hod the greatest technical proficiency, 
they put a lot of heart and sonic invention 
into it. It was like the early days of free 
improv — people exploring, breaking 
rules, creating, accepting. 

In conjunction with Southern Exposure 
galler/s The Rock Show, during early 
October, Komotion presented a live per- 
formance night called "Pink Noise." Gay 
and lesbian performers such as the techno- 
house Gravity, Elvis Herselvis and Pansy 
Division raised money for Prevention Point, 
a needle exchange program. 

Octoberl 6, Fat Chance Belly Dance led 
the way for Komotion's first Pan-Arabic 
Dance Night. Also appearing that night 
was p>ercussion wiz and guru Mary Ellen 
Donald who led a Middle Eastern per- 
cussion demonstration. Singer/oudist 
Samir Abdul Hallim from Syria created 
a frenzy of dancing backed by Susu on 
doumbec and Wayne Dean on 


tamborine. To finish of the night our 
favorite d.j. Cheb i Sabbah spun the 
sounds of North Africa for a trance dance 
late into the night. Food provided by 
Cafe Istanbul. 

A heroic, last minute logistical effort was 
made to squeeze together a benefit for 
San Francisco State's radical student 
group Direct Action for Education. The 
Gels dished out tunes from their spankin' 
new Quality Time Lp. The Cinnamon 
Girls made their debut/finale with a set 
of Neil Young covers in drag. Dog Penis 
oh. Dog Penis where are you now? Darryl 
Cherney of Earth First made a surprise 
appearance to generate support for an 
upcoming protest against the University 
of California Regents. Vitamin F burst 
forth in a froth o' funky fried hardcore 
tombone thrash, replete with flapping 
flesh. Furious George hung on til' the wee 
hours to hypnotise the nite owls with their 
feisty rhythmic convolutions. 

Our Halloween style Open House was a 
quasi-Bacchanalian orgy of no small 
affair. Idiot Flesh held reign over our 
collective attention spans with a variety 
of theatrical skits and their own stun- 
ningly produced musical performances. 
Joining the dark carnival were G.G.F.H., 
a blood and bile spewing computer con- 
trolled "industrial" crew with some bulky 
horrific props. The atmosphere was ap- 
parently so charged that a vacationing 
USA Today writer was accosted by a 
young tripping blonde nubile and thanked 
for his sponsorshipof the event, then later 
grabbed by the lapels by a similarly 
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fueled long haired gentleman who 
screamed "Rock -n- Roll!" The USA To- 
day writer then left with his wife for 
Fisherman's Wharf in search of more 
wholesome activities. 

Almost a year after the U.S. launched its 
genocidal campaign against Iraq, over 
a hundred men and women C.O.'s stew 
away in military prisons here in the U.S. 
November 9, we held a benefit to raise 
money and also memory, so the ones 
who refused to go would not be forgot- 
ten. This event was sponsored by the 
War Resisters League and musical sup- 
port came from Penelope Houston and 
Bond, Chuck Prophet and Stephanie 
Finch, Five Year Plan, plus sp>oken word 
by Cary Tennis and Allen Kaufman. 

November 1 3lh was our improv jambo- 
ree. . . firsttheMolecules,with a minimal, 
yet wacky freeform sonic exploration they 
call "the fruitvale sound." Fishbaum, fea- 
turing members of Sharkbait and Bomb, 
put together a large industrial ensemble, 
doing improv-ish pieces ranging from a 
quasi-tango number to pounding tributes 
totheWobblies and Johnny Cash, ending 
with an extended mix of Mustang Sally/ 
Dance to the Music with an audience 
member who claimed to be from the 
Buddy Miles Band(?). 

I was totally on edge before the "Take 
Back the Night" show we did on Novem- 
ber 23. I mean, there were going to be 
Spectator fans, porno types, and voy- 
eurs in the same room with radical queer 
dykes and anarcho-feminists, shit! Would 


it work? Could the sex-positive theme 
bring people together? Or would the 
night quickly dissolve into a melee?! 
Fortunately ... the fern vibe was so 
strong it sent most of the voyeurs into the 
darkest corners of Komotion. I'm sure 
everyone there was challenged by some 
aspect of the event, but somehow it came 
together! The evening began with Caitlin 
Manning's video, "Stripped Bare", a 
controversial series of interviews that let 
women sex-workers speak for themselves. 
Next, a performance by the Explicit 
Players, nude and body painted — in a 
soft way they really confront people with 
fears of the body and intimacy. They 
continued their groupFoo love-in, invit- 
ing others to join them, in a tent in the 
hallway. Was this a happening or what?! 
Tribe 8 took the stage with a roar, wild 
women with guitars and tits galore, do- 
ing such songs as "Butch in the Streets", 
"Neanderthal Dyke", "Masochist Med- 
le/', "Romeo and Julio" and "Manipula- 
tion." I had to steal a copy of their set list! 
Another gear switch — sweat was wiped 
off the stage and marimbas brought on, 
as we got ready for Fuzz Factor. Ahh, the 
unifying force ofthegroove,woHd rhythms, 
female harmonies and dancing, every- 
one dancing . . . What a night! 

Fat Chance Belly Dance returned to 
Komotion for another tattooyeed and 
fun-packed though admittedly quasi-Pan 
Arabic Dance Night !l on December 7. 
Opening the evening with a unique set 
was Shara, Balkan Women's Vocal Trio 
and Friends. Samir Abdul Hallim, Susu, 
and Wayne Dean created another dance 
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frenzy which led into Cheb i Sabbah's 
music for trance dance. In spite of some 
re-occuring feedback, nooneleftdisap- 
fxjinted. Yes, there was that food from 
Cafe Istanbul. 

Citizen Fish from Leeds, UK, returned to 
Komotion December 1 1 th with another 
extended punk/ ska fusing set. Cockney 
accented Dick, on vocals, was propelled 
along by rewed up musical fervor, spout- 
ing definate political opinions. Santa 
Rosa's Nuisance, a raw around the 
edges w/that chunka, chunka garage 
rawk sound can sink a hook deep into a 
ditty and rip it out with post-haste geek 
abandon. Their latest release is 'Confu- 
sion Hill" and smells like . . . ahhh. 
Nevermind. Strawman got off to a wob- 
bly start but eventually worked up a 
lumbering beastlike intensity by sef s end. 
Fronted byTommy Strange and filled out 
by Andrew and Greg of the Bedlam Rov- 
ers, their songs are to be taken seriously 
but the same cannot be said for the facial 
expressions. 

The Looters, just back from a swing 
across Canada, roared into the Komotion 
Bail Out Benefit, December 1 4, with their 
usual tightness and street-sowy sound. 
Other artists who lent a hand were X-Tol 
(vdio've got a great new album out!) and 
with an amazing amount of bad attitude 
Funk Bible from Florida. Peter Plate 
emerged from intense, novel writing to 
give a bitterly humorous diatribe about 
the recent elections in our fair city. 



Naomi True: In the Studio, Recording 


(photo: Jim Johnson) 

December 1 8th - Everyone at Komotion 
looks forward to the Annual Hoi iday Party. 
It's a time to 'chill" and be with friends 
without all the responsibilities of running 
an event. Many people did a little some- 
thing: Robin and Marcus did a (lute and 
keyboard piece by Bach. Celeste per- 
formed a spoken word piece called 
'Sunnunu." Joseph contributed a slavic 
inspired accordion number. John 
strummed spiritedly on an original guitar 
piece. Margo delivered poetry and Fred 
brought the whole performance part of 
the evening to a close with a bizarre 
audience participation improvisation that 
was a tribute to Big Jim (We miss you 
Santa!) This involved half the people on 
one side of the room jumping up and 
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down wh ile ffiose on the other shcxrfed and 
stomped until everyone ended up in cha- 
otic embraces as was Jim's means of 
greeting. 

On January 18 Komotion hosted the 
Neurodose Cyberpunk Revue, a touring 
bunch of cyberpunk performance artists, 
visual types and musicians from New 
York. Baron Von Blumenzack displayed 
incredible physical moves and bodily 
sound effects in creating his 
technoshaman ic cyberhero. Zero Boy. 



The Neurodose Cyberpunk Revue 


John S. Hall, of King Missile fame, did a 
clever and humorous spoken word 
set. Anal Solvent had a futuristic funk 
jam with multi-dimensional visuals. A 
few in the audience who expected only 
a DJ, disco lights, and smart drinks 
were disappointed, but Komotion's never 
cared much ofa frog's twat about being 
trendy, superficial and stupid. Know 
what I mean? 

With his consitently evil disposition for 
rudeness Maxwell Malice (otherwise 
known as Seth) led January 29's open 
mike/open house. Mr. Malice's work 
was by far the most entertaining mate- 
rial of the night. His ad lib interviews of 
the mostly pathetic readers and per- 
formers was usually better than any 
materials ^leybroughtwi^ them with buta 
few exceptions. A new Komotion low. 

February 1 2, this show was titled 'Four 
Burgers and a Weenie" — get it? In this 
show Lisa Pally, Valerie Stadler and a 
duo called the Hall Flowers performed 
acoustic numbers ranging from fon 
and quirky to passionate and intro- 
spective. Jules Beckman (Contraband) 
finished off the show performing an 
acoustic number himself, then a rap, 
some improvised movement and 
finally, a mesmerizing percussion piece 
that had the audience participating in 
the tribal rhythms. 

If you've ever been curious about what 
kind of music you might find at a 
contemporary Arabic wedding, 
Komotion's Pan-Arabic Dance Night III 
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on February 1 5 was a good place to be. 
Samir Abdul Hallim with Nedir on 
doumbec, Radwan on keyboards, and 
Wayne Dean on tambourine performed 
real Arabic party music leaving everyone 
hungry (or more. More was provided by 
Fat DaiKe Belly Danceartd Ch^ i Sabbah. 
More food from Cafe Istanbul. 

Every year in the desert outside of Las 
Vegas, people convene in an effort to 
stop the severely ou/re habit of nuclear 
testing. This year a group was formed 
known as the 1 00th Monkey Project, to 
coordinate the efforts and logistics with 
other existing groups such as Seeds of 
Peace, American Peace Test, etc. What 
we're getting at is . . . They hove a huge 
phone bill and we siphoned proceeds off 
of our February 22nd event to help pay 
it. The shoe kicked off with The Beach 
Girls (remember the Cinnamon Girls of a 
few pages back? Well, imagine them in 
bikini's playing Good Vibrations sans 
Dog Penis and you've got the concept, 
o.k?) The Bedlam Rovers came out of 
hiding with a new violinist(G'bye Cindy, 
Hi Shannon) and to top it off . . . MDCI 
(Yes, that MDC). They were celebrating 
the release of their new album 'Hey Cop 
if 1 had a face like yours ..." and took 
off on a lengthy European assault soon 
after. Unfortunately, the warm glow of a 
show well done soon left us as we real- 
ized (a punk omen perhaps?) some self- 
ish asshole absconded with 4 of our best 
recording mics. 

February 26th - An experiment . . . hey, 
I still can't remember what happened 


... oh yes, an entirely open mike 
evening hosted by Vampyre Mike Kassel 
who launched his bid for the presidency 
under the Mea Culpa party banner. He's 
got my vote! 

Rock-n-Roll Alien Blobs interwoven with 
Elvis and Ann Margeret staining cerebral 
cortexes on left and right brains. It was 
March 4, 1992, the debut of Sim-O- 
Vision, the revolutionary new screening 
process that doubles your visual input in 
half the time it takes to watch a normal B- 
movie. Viva Las Vegas vs. The Green 
Slime vs. Der Elvis vs. Purple Oblivion vs. 
The People Next Door vs. the one psy- 
chotic crazed vet wannabe toting rotgut 
booze who p>unched Darren from Steelpole 
Bathtub for no apparent reason. But hey, 
who cares right . . . 

March 7 - A benefit for the Berkeley 
Tenants' Union — fighting the forces of 
evil, greed and larceny (massive rent 
hikes and questionable practices!) Open- 
ing was Numinous Fools with their guitar 
fueled psychedelic sound. Next was 
President's Breakfast: goofy, funky, corn- 
ball and cool. This ensemble expands 
and contracts before your very ears with 
electron ic doo dads and gee gows sprout- 
ing like hairs from Einstein's head! Fin- 
ishing off the evening was Subtle Plague, 
whose return has been eagerly awaited 
by many of us here at Komotion. Their 
music was at once anthemic and sting- 
ing, their riffs fluid yet jagged, occasion- 
ally showing off some impressive percus- 
sive chops to boot. We look forward to 
more from this always inspiring band. 
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ARTIST INFO 


The DAT 
recordings on 
this sound 
magazine are 
done live by 
hanging two 
microphones 
from the ceiling 
of our 
performance 
space. What you 
hear is exactly 
what happened 
that night. 


BEDLAM ROVERS - continue emerging to on ever 
widening and diverse audience who enjoy the 
Rover's particularblend of musical influences. They 
call it folk/punk and the/ re probably the only band 
in the world invited to play at both San Francisco's 
prestigious Palace of Fine Arts and Berkele/s aes- 
thetically opposite yet equallypretentious924Gilman 
Street Project. They have a new 1 0" Ep entitled "Roll 
Over" that's just been made available through the 
Spirit/Feed the Dog address given in the back of this 
issue. 

X)SEF BRINCKMANN & THE CONSPIRACY OF 
EQUALS - are the latest gathering of musical talents to 
perform the songs of Josef Brinckmann. This assem- 
blage utilize a diverse rangeof instruments beyond the 
usual guitar, bass and drums including cello, melodica 
and a stellar double violin attack. Since this live 
recording, Morgan Fichter, one of the above men- 
tioned violinists, has moved back to her original home 
base in Ohio and we wish her best of luck in the future. 
Meanwhile, the Conspiracy continues. . . 

CANTO AMERICA - Are a multi-instrument contin- 
gent that temporarily migrated north from Costa 
Rica on a couple of occasions to share their music 
with us here at Komotion. Led by singer Manuel 
Monestel, they create a harmonious blend of a 
variety of popular musical influences. This track in 
particular is dedicated to the fight to save the central 
american rainforests. Write to them at APDO: 508 
San Pedro de Montes, de Costa Rica. 
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CHAIRA - This Bulgarian women's trio performed 
Dor Tri Mi Pushka Pukna, a popular song arranged 
by Philip Kutez. Their director, Sunita Vatuk, has 
been involved with Balkan women's music for over 
1 0 years. She's a founding member of Kitka, an- 
other fine choral group. Performing with her on this 
tape are Janeen Wyatt and Kalonika McQuesten . To 
contact them, call (51 0) 268-0201 . 

SAMIR ABDUL HALEEM - Originally lived in Syria, 
where he regularly recorded and performed over the 
national radio. Having lived in the U.Sforaround 1 0 
years now, he plays regularly with a variety of 
musicians who keep the Arabic sounds alive far from 
their middle eastern roots. 

RORY Me LEOD - Is a Scottish bom troubadorwho 
appeared on our doorstep one evening and dedi- 
cated his songs to a benefit for the Food Not Bombs 
organization. His incredible music so captivated the 
audience that it made them forget their plates of 
beans-n-rice and we were still picking them out from 
under the couches weeks later. Rory apparently has 
music available through Cooking Vinyl in the U.Kbut 
said product is miserably hard to find in the U.S. We 
suggest you either wait patiently for him to show up 
at your next soiree or be content with what we've got 
here. 

MDC - Yes, that MDC. For over 1 0 years the/ve 
been providing thrash to the throngs with occasional 
forays into country-folk-psychedelia and R&B. As we 
write this they show no signs of stopping anytime 
soon, hove their tightest lineup in years and are 
embarking on a lengthy European Tour with shows 
in Russia, Finland, Italy, Sweden, Germany, and a 
slew of other places. This is an excerpt from a show 
they did in support of the 1 00th Monkey Nuclear 
Test-Site Protests and is an addendum to their long- 


This is our fourth 
edition of the 
sound magazine 
and hopefully by 
this time next 
year, you'll be 
receiving our 
sixth. Of course 
that is dependent 
on how many 
shows we're 
able to squeeze 
in between now 
and then, so if 
your band or 
performance 
group is headed 
to the Bay Area, 
contact us. 
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If you wish to 
reach any of the 
people on this 
tope without a 
specific address 
given, please 
contact Komotion 
at P.O. Box 
410502, San 
Francisco, CA 
94141-0502, and 
we will forward 
your letters to the 
appropriate 
parties. 


time theme anthem "Millions of Dead Cops" 
reinterpreted for the 90s. 

NUISANCE - Hailing from Northern Californio's 
"Confusion Hill" region, this three piece shore some 
cortipsond what they collo "lame attempt at ripping 
off Primus." While I can't vouch for the posssible 
plagiarism involved, this little ditty packs in a raging 
wallop all ib own. Curious? Write 'em yerself: Box 
1471 2, Santa Rosa, CA 95402. 

VALERIE STADLER - Can be found all over the nooks 
and crannies of San Francisco plying her 
songsmithery . Her tunes are often moody and dig 
into that ever shifting , difficult to describe personal 
and emotional terrain. She has a new band going 
under the moniker "Spokepoker" that she promises 
will "rock," but her lack of volume in the acoustic 
setting here hardly detracts from the strength and 
directness embodied in the lyrics. To contact try her 
c/o Shred of Dignity, 666 Illinois St., SF, CA 941 07 

SPOT 1 01 9- Are not quite an institution, but could 
probably qualify for institutionalization without too 
much difficulty. This remake of Rick Derringer's 
classic rock chestnut may finally gamer them that 
Bammie award that Greg, Pete, Jimb, and Joe have 
been hankering for all these years. Recorded under 
dubious circumstances at our Earth-Nite-Hemp-Fest 
last year it is a shining example for all of the 
redemptive power of things illegal (whether they be 
riff pillaging or cheeb choking). 

STRAWMAN - Features Greg and Andrew of the 
Bedlam Rovers providing a rhythmic backdrop for 
the songs and lyrics of local rabble rouser Tommy 
Strange. With no uncertain conviction in his voice or 
beliefs, Mr. Strange is unlikely to be caughtvoting for 
Bill "I put it in my mouth, but I didn't suck it !" Clinton. 
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GREG YOUNG (a.k.a Chocolate Mahatma) - Is a 
well kept musical secret who rarely ventures out into 
the public eye. He was commissioned by the orga- 
nizers of an Anti-Circumcision benefit at Komotion 
to compose an appropriate theme and within a few 
hours had a basic chord progression transformed 
into a rallying cry that no one could deny. Stop 
Routine Circumcision (or at least get permission). 
Ouch. 

ZIRCUS - In the Chinese junk-like fleet of quirky local 
bands, Zircus is an unrelenting bacchanalian Titanic 
sinking to new depths of the murky miasma without 
so much as blinking. They steer unabashedly into 
uncharted water, straight into iceburgs a lesser 
combo would rather avoid. They turn potential 
disasters into anchorages and pick up more steam. 
Or maybe not. I've only seen them once, but they 
looked like they were having fun. 


We hope youll 
enjoy the Live 
and Kicking 
series and 
appreciate your 
support. Your 
suggestions are 
welcome. 


KOMOTION 

KATALOG 


Komotion InternaHonal (the album). 
A collection of music and spoken word 
performances from some of the SF Boy 
Area's best! Diverse and provocative work 
by Beatnigs, Yeastie Giriz, Peter Plate, 
Don Bajema, Looters, Alejandro Murguia, 
World Entertainment War, Po Go Bo, 
Penelope Houston, Ogie Yocha, 
Snakewalk, and Sister Double Happi- 
ness. $9.00/£7 LP & Cassette 

Komotion International II (the album, CD 
& cassette). A year in the making! The 
latest col lection of music and spoken word 
from emerging talents: Consolidated, 
Michael Franti (formerly with Beatnigs) 
and Charlie Hunter, Political Asylum, Bed- 
lam Rovers, Josef Brinckman, Sachiko, 
Fuzz Factor, Enormous Ensemble, Pamela 
Z, Vampyre Mike, Patricia Reagan, 
Grotus, Eskimo,and Steve Yerkey.Sl 2.00/ 
£1 0 CD, $9.00/£7 LP & Cassette 

Komotion International Magazine Issue 

#2. The first issue of Komotion Interna- 
tional magazine is sold out. A few num- 
ber 2's are still available. Articles on the 
theme of culture and commerce, "fine art" 
and funk, "Hip" Pop and Power as well as 
poetry, record reviews and much, much 
more. $3.00/£2 


Komotion International Magazine Issue 

#3. Disinformation in the Information 
Age: topics i nclude manipulation of pub- 
lic opinion through film and photogra- 
phy, the Genome Project (to completely 
identify human DNA,) plus the French 
Revolution — 200 years later, poetry, 
stories, artwork by Richard Olsen and 
others, and the ever popular "Newz and 
Reviewz." $3.00/£2 

Komotion International Magazine Issue 

#4. The End of History: Extraordinary 
George Clinton interview, poetry from 
Claude Palmer and Adam Cornford, art 
by Chuck Sperry and Winston Smith, 
"Newz and Reviewz," Record Rants, sto- 
ries, and mucho more. $3.00/£2 

The following Komotion Live & Kicking 
Sou nd Mags are a series of sound maga- 
zines that are both printed magazines 
and digitally recorded cassettes of live 
performances at Klub Komotion. 

Komotion Uve & Kicking Sound Mag 

#1 . The print magazine is 48-illustrated 
pages and includes an introduction by 
MatCallahan, new fiction by Don Bajema, 
statements by a Gl resister to the Gulf 
War and a political prisoner in the US, 
book reviews, news and reviewz, and 
more. The 60-minute cassette includes 
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performances by Primus, Looters, Zvuki 
Mu (from USSR), Pamela Z, and nine 
other acts. Art by Freddie Baer, Voodoo 
Chile, the Culture Industry and more! 
$9.00/£7 

Komotion Uve &Kicking Sound Mag #2 

The print nxjgazine is 52-illustrated pages 
with opinions and analysis of the Gulf 
Warand resistance to it by MatCallahan, 
Josef Brinckmann and others, fiction by 
Margot Pepper, menrarial pieces to Jim 
Lindstrom, newz and reviewz and 
more.The 60-minute tape includes per- 
formances by Snakewalk, Citizen Fish, 
Chumbowumba, X-Tal, Franti and F(unter, 
Steve Yerkey and Chuck Prophet, and six 
other acts. Art by Sal Garcia and all the 
usual suspects. $9.00/£7 

Komotion Uve &Kicking Sound Mag #3 

The print mag contains 60-illustrated 
pages featuring the first part of an exclu- 
sive interview with Riane Eisler (author of 
The Chalice and the Blade ), an article by 
Robin Banks, poetry, newz and reviewz 
and more. The 60-minute cassette in- 
cludes performances by The Ex, Beat 
Happening, Buckethead, Ughts In A Fat 
City, Barbara Manning, and nine other 
acts. Art by Freddie Baer, Phil Lollar, and 
others. $9.00/£7 

Native Tongue. Particularly appropriate 
in 1 992! Multicultural voices of the post- 
Colombian "new world." Take a spoken 
word journey with Alejandro Murguia, Al 
Robles, David Volpendesta, Ana Castillo, 
Q.R. Hand, Xam Cartier, Jack Hirschman, 
and Janice Mirikitani. Recorded at Komotion 
and embellished with full colorgraphics by 
Sal Garcia. $9.00/£7 cassette. 


The looters: Jericho Down. This twelve 
song album was recorded entirely at 
Komotion; it is a testamentto the spirit that 
contributed to the founding of the collec- 
tive and the determination to resist the 
forces of the dominant culture. Strong 
songs, upbeat world-inflected music, lots 
of three- four- and five-part vocals over 
rock solid rhythm section. $12.00/£10 
CD, $9.00/£7 cassette. 

Flashpoint - The Video! Di rected by Mary 
LizThomson, this is a full-length visualiza- 
tion of the world at flashpoint with the 
Looters' LP as the soundtrack. Colliding 
images and interviews with the band and 
others makes for essential viewing. 
$17.00/£16 (There is also available a 
documentary video about Komotion it- 
self. For the cost of a blank VHS tape, 
reproduction and shipping we will copy 
and send) Please note:These are U.S. 
video format only! 

From the Gallery: Should anyone wish to 
purchase any of the art shown at Komotion 
contact us and we'll put you in touch with 
the artist or artists. 

In the U.S. send orders to: 

Feed The Dog Distribution 
535 Ashbury St. #1 
San Francisco, CA 94117 

In Europe send orders to: 

AK Distribution 
3 Balmoral Place 
Stirling, Scotland 
FK8 2RD 
Great Britain 

All prices are postage paid 
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MEMBERSHIP 

INFORMATION 


Komotion is an artists' collective, an alterna- 
tive, an experiment . . . run by all-volunteer 
labor, we try to create an environment that 
inspires and informs. Besides being the home 
of some 40 musicians who rehearse and 
record here, ou r evening events a re adventu r- 
ous and bring forward special talent. We 
have presented music of all kinds, as well as 
poetry, performance art, film, video, dance, 
an art gallery, and hosted many benefits. A 
core of writers works on our magazine which 
provides a forum for debate around cultural 
and political issues. 

Membership. Komotion has a current mem- 
bership of about 300 locally and another 1 00 
or so internationally. At this point, our events 
are not "membership only" but becoming a 
member is an expression of support for a 
center of this kind. On ourtenuous budget, we 
need your support to continue. Becoming a 
member means contributing money or some- 
thing needed for Komotion's operation. 

$5 Membership. You receive monthly sched- 
ules in the mail, and your Komotion card gets 
you a discount to shows (except for some 
benefits and touring groups). Good forayear. 

$10 Membership. Includes the above plus a 
subscription to Komotion International Uve 
and Kicking magazine (printed magazine 
only). 


$50 Membership. Includes the above, plus 
free admission to all events for a year. 
Primarily, it is for people who want to (and 
are able to) more fully support our efforts. 
This makes you a "sustaining" member. 

Donations (tax deductible) of any amount 
are welcome and extremely helpful since 
we rely solely on you r support. Ma ke checks 
to "Komotion." 

How We Operate. Komotion doesn't pay 
the performers, except to cover their ex- 
penses. The door charge, drinks, etc., are 
so low that we can only cover the rent and 
basic expenses out of the events. Even 
without money, however, many new acts 
and established artists have chosen to per- 
form here. Being artists ourselves, we put 
great care into the sound and other aspects 
of the facility, to create the best possible 
experience for performer and audience 
alike. The actual scheduling of events, edit- 
ing of the magazine, etc., is done by 
committee in a kind of anarchistic fashion. 
We find things to be livelier with as few rules 
and policies as possible. 

For more information, 

call (41 5) 648-4923 or write to us ah 

KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL 

P.O.BOX 41 0502 

SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94141 -0502 
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